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MIDSUMMER-NIGHT's DREAM.
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MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S DREAM.

A € T I.

S C E N E I. The Palace of Thefeus In Athens,

Enter Theseus, Hifpolita, Philostrate, with

Attendants,

Thefeus.

j^^ OW fair HIppolIta, our nuptial hour

Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in

Another moon : but, oh, methinks, how flow

This old moon wanes ! (he lingers my defires.

Like to a ftep-dame, or a dowager,

Long withering out a young man's revenue.

Hip. Four days will quickly fleep themfelves in nights ;

Four nights will quickly dream away the time ;

And then the moon, like to a filver bow
New bent in heaven, fhall behold the night

Of ourfolemnities.

The. Go, Philoftrate,

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments ;

Awake the pert and nimble fpirit of mirth;

Turn melancholy forth to funerals,

The pale companion is not for our pomp. [Exit PhiL.
Hippolita, I woo'd thee with my fword,

And won thy love, doing thee injuries ;

But I will wed thee in another key.

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling.

Enter Egeus, Hermia, Lysander, /?«^Demetrius.

Ege. Happy be Thefeus, our renowned duke !

The, Thanks, good Egeus : What's the news with thee?

Ege. Full of vexation come I, v/ith complaint
Againft my child, my daughter Hermia,

—

J Stand
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Stand forth, Demetrius ;—-My noble lorS,

This man hath my confent to marry her :

—

Stand forth, Lyfander ;—and, my gracious duke,

This man hath witch'd the bofom of my child :

Thou, thou, Lyfander, thou haft given her rhimes,

And interchanged love-tokens vi^ith my child

:

Thou haft by moon-light at her window fung,

With feigning voice, verfes of feigning love j

And ftol'n the impreffion of her fantafy

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits.

Knacks, trifles, nofegays, fweet-meats ; meflengers

Of ftrong prevailment in unharden'd youth

:

With cunning haft thou filch'd my daughter's heart s

Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me,

To ftubborn harflinefs:—-And, my gracious duke.

Be it fo ftie will not here before your grace

Confent to marry with Demetrius,

1 beg the ancient privilege of Athens ;

As Sie is mine^ I may difpofe of her :

Which fhall be either to this gentleman.

Or to her death ; according to our law,

Immediately provided in that cafe.

The. What fay you, Hermia ? be advis'd, fair maid :

To you your father fhould be as a god

;

One that compos'd your beauties ; yea, and one

To whom you are but as a form in wax,

By him imprinted, and within his power

To leave the figure, or disfigure it.

Demetrius is a v/orthy gentleman.

Her, So is Lyfander.

The. In himfelf he is :

But, in this kind, wanting your father*s voice,

The other muft be held the worthier.

Her, I would my father look'd but with my eyes.

The. Rather your eyes muft with his judgment look.

Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me.

I know not by. what power I am made bold j

Nor how it may concern my modefty,

In fuch a prefence here, to plead my thoughts

:

But I befeech your grace, that I may know
The



midsummer-night's dueam* S

The worft that may befall me in this cafe,

If I refufe to wed Demetrius.

The. Either to die the death, or to abjure

For ever the fociety of men.
Therefore, fair Hermia, queftion your defires,

Know of your youth, examine well your blood

Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice,

You can endure the livery of a nun

;

For aye to be in fhady cloifter mew'd.
To Jiye a barren fifter all your life.,

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitlefs moon»
Thrice blefled they, that mafter fo their blood.

To undergo fuch maiden pilgrimage ;

But e'arthlier happy is the rofe diftill'd,

Than that, which, withering on the virgin-thorn,

Grows, lives, and dies, in' fmgle blefTednefs.

Her, So will I grow, fo live, fo die, my lord.

Ere I will yield my virgin patent up
Unto his lordftiip, to whofe unwifh'd yoke
My foul confents not to give fovereignty.

The, Take time to paufe : and, by the next new moon
^The fealing-day betwixt my love and me.
For everlafting bond of fellowfhip)

Upon that day either prepare to die.

For difobedience to your father's will

;

Or elfe to wed Demetrius, as he would

:

Or on Diana's altar to proteft.

For aye, aufterity and fmgle life.

Dem. Relent, fweet Hermia ; And, Lyfander, yIeU
Thy crazed title to my certain right.

Lyf. You have her father's love, Demetrius

;

Let me have Hermia's : do you marry him,
Ege, Scornful Lyfander ! true, he hath my love 5

And what is mine, my love ihall render hin;i

;

And fhe is mine ; and all my right of her

I do ellate unto Demetrius.

JLyf» I am, my lord, as well deriv'd as he.

As well poffefs'd ; my love is more than his
\

My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd,

If not with vantage, as Demetrius'

;

And, which is mqre than all thefe boafts can be,

B
,

I am
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I ambelov'd of beauteous Hermia :

Why fhould not I then profecute my right?

DemetriuSj I'll avouch it to his head.

Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena,

And vv^on her foul ; and fhe, fweet lady, dotes,

Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry.

Upon this fpotted and inconftant man.

The, I mull confefs, that I have heard fo much,

And with Demetrius thought to have fpoke thereof;

But, being over-full of felf-affairs,

My mind did lofe it.—But, Demetrius, come ;

And corne, Egeus ; you fhall go with me,

I have fome private fchooling for you both.

—

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourfelf

To fit your fancies to j'our father's will

;

Or elfe the law. of Athens yields you up

(Which by no means we may extenuate)

Xo death, or to a vow of Tingle life.

—

Come, my Hippolita : What cheer, my love ?—
Demetrius, and Egeus, go along:

I muft employ you in fome bufmefs

A gainft our nuptial ; and confer with you

Of fomething, nearly that concerns yourfelves,

£ge. W~ith duty and defire we follow you.

[Exeunt Thes. Hip. Egeus, Dem. andTrahu

Lyf. How now, my love ? Why is your cheek fo pale I

How chance the rofes there do fade fo faft ?

Her. Belike for want of rain ; which I could well

Beteem them from the tempeft of mine eyes.

Lyf. Ah, me ! for aught that I could ever read,

Could ever hear by tale or hiftory.

The courfe of true love never did run fmooth ;

But either it was different in blood.

Her. O crofs ! too high to be enthralled to low !

lajf. Or elfe mifgraffed, in refpeft of years.

tier. O fpigbt, too old to be engag'd to young !

Lyf. Or elfe it flood upon the choice of friends.

Her. O hell ! to chufe love by another's eye !

Lyf. Or, if there were a fympathy in choice.

War, death, or ficknefs did lay fiege to it

;

Making it momentary as a foundj

Swift
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Swift as a fhadow, fliort as any dream
;

Brief as the lightning in the colly'd night,

That, in a fpJeen, unfolds both heaven and earthy

And ere a man hath power to fay—Behold !

The jaws of darknefs do devour it up :

So quick bright things come to confiifion.

Her. If then true lovers have been ever crofs'd,

It ftands as an edi6t: in deftiny

:

Then let us teach our trial patience,

Becaufe it is a cuftomary crofs ;

As due to love, as thoughts, and dreams, and fighs,

Wifhes, and tears, poor fancy's followers.

Lyf. A good perfuafion ; therefore, hear me, Hermia.
I have a widow aunt, a dowager
Of great revenue, and {he hath no child :

From Athens is her houfe remov'd feven leagues \

And fherefpe6ls me as her only fon.

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee;

And to that place the {harp Athenian law
Cannot purfue us : If thou lov'ft me then.

Steal forth thy father's houfe to-morrow night

;

And, in the wood, a league without the town.
Where I did meet thee once v/ith Helena,

To do obfervance to a morn of May,
There will I flay for thee.

Her, My good Lyfander I

I fwear to thee, by Cupid's ftrongefl bow ;

By his bell arrow with the golden head;

By the fimplicity of Venus' doves ;

By that which knitteth fouls, and profpers loves

;

And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage queen^

When the falfe Trojan under fail was it^w ;

By all the vows that ever men have broke,

In number more than ever women fpoke ;^
In that fame place thou haft appointed me.
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee.

Lyf, Keep promife, love : Look, here comes Helena.

Enter Helena.
Her, God fpeed, fair Helena ! Whither away ?

HeL Call you me fair ? that fair again unfay,

Demetrius loves you fair : O happy fair

!

B 2 Your
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Your eyes are lode-ftars j and your tongue's fweet ai?

More tuneable than lark to (hepherd's ear.

When wheat is green, when haw-thorn buds appear.

Sicknefs is catching ; O, were favour i'o I

Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go

;

My ear fhould catch your voice, my eye your eye,

My tongue fhould catch your tongue's fweet melody.

Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated.

The reft I'll give to be to you tranflated.

O, teach me how you look ; and with what art

You fway the motion of Demetrius' heart.

Her, I frown upon him, yet he loves me ftill.

HeL Oh, that your frowns would teach my fmiles fuch

IkilH

Her. I give him curfes, yet he gives me love.

HeL Oh, that my prayers could fuch affection move ?

Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me.

HeL The more I love, the more he hateth me.

Her, His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine,

HeL None but your beauty : 'Would that fault were

mme!
Her, Take comfort ; he no more fhall fee my face *,

Lyfander and myfelf will fly this place.—

Before the time I did Lyfander fee,

Seem'd Athens as a paradife to me :

O then, what graces in my love do dwell.

That he hath turnM a heaven unto a hell !

Lyf. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold

:

To-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold
j

Her filver vifage in the watry glafs.

Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grafs

(A time that lovers' flights doth ftill conceal).

Through Athens* gates have we devis'd to fteaL

Her. And in the wood, where often you and I

Upon faint primrofe-beds were want to lie,

Emptying our bofoms of their counfels fwell'd;

There my Lyfander and myfeif fhall meet:

And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes,

To feek iiqvj friends and ftrange companions.

Farevv'ell, fweet playfellow: pray thou for us^

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius !-^

Keep
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Keep word, Lyfander : we muft ftarve our fight

From lover's food, till morrow deep midnight.

[Exit Herm.

Lyf I will, my Hermia.—Helena, adieu

:

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you ! [Exit Lys*

HeL How happy fome, o'er otherfome can be !

Through Athens 1 am thought as fair as flie.

But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not fo

;

He will not know what all but he do know.

And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes.

So I, admiring of his qualities.

Things bafe and vile, holding no quantity.

Love can tranfpofe to form and dignity.

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind j

And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind

:

Nor hath love's mind of any judgment tafte i

Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy hafte

;

And therefore is love faid to be a child,

Becaufe in choice he is fo oft beguil'd.

As waggifh boys themfelves in game forfwear.

So the boy love is perjur'd every where :

For ere Demetrius iook'd on Hermia's e3T.e,

He hail'd down oaths that he was only mine

;

And v/hen this hail fome heat from Hermia felf.

So he diiTolv'd, and fhowers of oaths did melt,

I will go tell him of fair Hermia's ilight

:

J

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night,

Purfue her ; and for this intelligence

If I have thanks, it is a dear expence

:

But herein m,ean I to enrich my pain,

To have his fight thither and back again. [Exk^
* " .« ' ..... . J .I ,^

SCENE IL J Cottage,

Enter Quince the Carpenter^ Snug the Joinery Bottom
the Weaver^ Flvte ;he Bellows-Alefider^ Snout t^^

Tinker^ and Starveling the Taylor,

^in. Is all our company here ?

Bot, You were bed to call them generally, man by man,
according to the fcrip.

^in. Here is the fcrowl of every man's name, which
lis thought fit, through all Athens, to play in pur inter-

lude
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lude before the duke and dutchefs, on his wedding-day zt

night.

Bof. Firfl-, good Peter Quince, fay what the play treats

on; then read the names of the a6lors; and fo grow to a

point.

^in. Marry our play is—The moft lamentable comedy,

and moft cruel death of Pyramuf. and Thifby.

Bot. A very good piece of work, I alTure you, and a

merry.—Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your a<3:ors

by the fcrowl : Mailers, fpread yourfelves.

^in. Anfwer as I call you.—Nick Bottom the weaver.

Bot. Ready : Name what part I am for, and proceed.

^lin. You, Nick Bottom, are fet down for Pyramus.

Bot. What is Pyramus ? a lover, or a tyrant ?

^uin. A lover that kills himfelf moft gallantly for love.

Bot, That v/iil afk fome tears in the true performing of

it : If I do it, let the audience look to their eyes ; I will

move ftorms, I will condole in fome meafure. To the

reft I—Yet my chief humour is for a tyrant : I could play

Ercles rarelvj or a part to tear a cat in, to make all fplit.
^

^

'
i

'' The raging rocks,

" And fiiivering fhocks,

" Shall break the locks
" Of prifon-gates j

" And Phibbus' car
*' Shall fhine from far,

*' And make and mar
« The foolifti fates.'*

This was lofty !—Now name the reft of the players.—This

is Ercles* vein, a tyrant's vein; a lover is more condoling.

^uln. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender.

Flu. Here, Peter Quince.

3uin. You muft take Thifby on you.

Flu. What is Thifby ? a wandering knight ?

^in. It is the lady that Pyramus muft love.

Flu. Nay, faith, let me not play a woman ; t have a beard

coming.
^in. That's all one ; you fhall play it in a mafk, and

you may fpeak as fmall as you will.

Bot.
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Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play Thifby too :

lil fpeak In a monftrous little voice ;

—

Thifne^ Thijne^—Ahy

Pyromtis^ my lover dear ; thy Th'ijhy dear I and lady dear!

^u'ln. No, no ; you muft play Pyramus, and. Flute, you

Thifby.

Bot. Well, proceed.

^in. Robert Starveling, the taylor.

Star, Kere, Peter Quince.

^uin. Robin Starveling, you muft play Thifby's mother*

—Tom Snout, the tinker.

Snou, Here, Peter Quince.

^in. You, Pyramus's father ; myfelf Thifby's father

;

—Snug, the joiner, you the lion's part :—and, I hope, there

is a play fitted.

Snug. Have you the lion's part written ? pray you, if it

be, give it me, for I am flow of ftudy.

^in. You nfiay do it extempore, for it is nothing but

roaring.

Bot, Let me play the lion too : I will roar, that I will

do any man's heart good to hear me ; I will roar, that I

will make the duke fay, Let him roar agairiy let him roar

again,

^uin. An you fhould do It too terribly, you would fright

the dutchefs and the ladies, that they would fhriek ^ and that

were enough to hang us all.

jill. That would hang us every mother's fon.

Bot, I grant you, friends, if that you fhouW fright the

ladies out of their wits, they would have no more difcretion

but to hang us ; but I will aggravate my voice fo, that I

will roar you as gently as any fucking dove 5 I will roar

you an 'twere any nightingale.

^in. You can play no part but Pyramus : for Pyramus
is a fweet-fac'd man ; a proper man, as one {hall fee in a
fummer's day ; a moft lovely gentleman-like man ; there-

fore you muft needs play Pyramus.

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were I befb

to play it in ?

^in. Why, what you will.

Bot. I will difcharge it in either your ftraw-coloured
beard, your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-grain
beard, or your French crgwn-colour beard, your perfect

yellow.
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^m. Some of your French crowns have no hair at all,

and then you will play bare-facM.—Bur, mafters, here are

your parts : and I am to entreat you, requeft you, and de-

iireyou, to con them by to-morrow night; and meet me
in the palace wood, a mile without the town, by moon-
light ; there will we rehearfe : for if we meet in the city,

we ftiali be dog'd with company, and our devices known.
In the mean time, I will draw a bill of properties, (i.A^ as

our play v/ants. I pray you, fail me not.

Bot. We will meet ; and there we rnay rehearfe more
obfcenely, and courageoufly. Take pains j be perfect;

a4ieu.

^in. At the duke's oak we meet.

Bot, Enough ', hold, or cut bow-ftrings. [Exeunt,

ACT IL

S C E N E I. ^ mod.

Enter a Fairy at one door^ and Puck (or RoBlN-GoOBi?
lELLOw) at another.

Puck.

How now, fplrit ! whither wander you ?

Fai. Over hill, over dale, -

Thorough bufh, thorough briar.

Over park, over pale^

Thorough flood, thorough fire,

I do wander every where.

Swifter than the moones fphere

:

And I ferve the fairy queen.

To dew her orbs upon the green :

The cowflips tall her penfioners be ;

In their gold coats fpots you feej

Thofe be rubies, fairy favours.

In thofe freckles live their favours :

I mull go fcek fome dew-drops here.

And hang a pearl in every cowAip's ear.

Farewell, thou lob of fpirits, Fll be gc-ne;

Our queen and all her elves come here anon.

Fuck. The king doth keep his revels here to-night

;

Take heed, the queen come not within his fight.

For
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Pot Oberon is paffing fell and wrath,

Becaufe that (he, as her attendant, hath

A lovely boy, ftol'n from an Indian king;

She never had fo fweet a changeling

;

And jealous Oberon w^ould have the child

Knight of his train, to trace the forefts wild

:

But lhe> perforce, withholds the loved boy.

Crowns him with flowerSj and makes him all her joy-?

And now they never meet in grove, or green.

By fountain clear> or fpangled ftar-light fheenj

But they do fquare ; that all their elves, for fear.

Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there.

Fai, Either I miftake your (hape and making quite^

Or elfe you are that fhrewd and knavifh fprite,

Call'd Robin-Goodfellow : are you not he.

That frights the maidens of the villag'ry ;

Skim milk ; and fometimes labour in the quern.

And bootlefs make the breathlefs hufwife c.hern ;

And fometime make the drink to bear no barm :

Miflead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm ?

Thofe that Hobgoblin call you, and fweet Puck,

You do their work, and they lliall have good luck :

Are not you he ?

Puck. Thou fpeak'ft aright

;

1 am that merry wanderer of the night.

I jell to Oberon, and make him fmile.

When I a fat and bean-fed horfe beguile,

Neighing in likertefs of a fdly foal

:

And fometimes lurk I in a goffip's bowl.
In very likenefs of a roafted crab ;

And, when fhe drinks, againft her lips I bob?

And on her withered dew-lap pour the ale.

The wifeft aunt, telling the faddeft tale.

Sometime for three-foot ftool miftaketh me

;

Then flip I from her bum, down topples fhe.

And tayhr cries, and falls into a cough

:

And then the whole quire hold their hips, and lofFe^

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and fwear

A merrier hour was never wafted there.

—

But room, Fairy, here comes Oberon.
fai. And here my miftrefs ^

—
'Would that he were gone!

C - SCENE
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S C E N E IL

Ei^er OberoNj King of the Fairies f at one Door with hi

3

Tr-a'ui^ and the ^uetn at another with hers.

Oh 111 met by moon-light, proud Titania,

^ueefu What, jealous Oberon ? Fairy, fkip hence ;

I have forfworn his bed and company,
OL Tarry, rafh wanton ; am not I thy lord ?

^ueen. Then I muft be thy lady : But I know
When thou haft ftoVn away from fairy land.

And in the fliape of Corin fate all day.

Playing on pipes of corn, and verfing love

To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here.

Come from the fartheil fteep of India ?

But that forfooth, the bouncing Amazon,
Your bufkin'd miftrefs, and your warrior love.

To Thefeus mull be wedded ; and you come
To give their bed joy and profperity.

Oi. How can'ft thou thus, for fhame, Titania,

Glance at my credit with Hippolita,

Knowing I know thy love to Thefeus ?

Didft thou not lead him through the glimmering night

From Perigune, whom he ravilhed f

And make him with fair ^gle break his faith,

With Ariadne, and Antiopa ?

^leen. Thefe are the forgeries of jealoufy : .

And never, fmce the middle fumnaer's fpring,

Met we on hill, in dale, foreft, or mead.
By paved fountain, or by rufhy brook.

Or on the beached margent of the fea.

To dance our ringlets to the whiftling wind.
But with thy brawls thou haft difturb'd our fport.

Therefore the winds, pipmg to us in vain.

As in revenge, have fuck'd up from the fea

Contagious fogs; which falling in the land^

Have every pelting river made fo proud.

That they have over-borne their continents.

The os: hath therefore ftretch'd his yoke in vain,

The plowman loft his fweat ; and tbp green corn

Hath
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Hath rotted, ere his youth attain 'd a beard :

The fold ftands empty in the drowned field.

And crows are fatted with the murrain flock :

The nine-men's morris is fill'd up with mud;
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green.

For lack of tread, are undiftinguifhable.

The human mortals want their winter here.

No night is now with hymn, or carol bleft :^—

Therefore the moon, the governefs of floods.

Pale in her anger, wafhes all the air.

That rheumatic difeafes do abound :

And, thorough this diftemperature, we fee

The feafons alter : hoary-headed frofts

Fall in the frefh lap of the crimfon rofe :

And on old Hyems' chin, and icy crown.
An odorous chaplet of fweet fummer buds

Is, as in mockery, fet : The fpring, the fummer,
The childing autumn, angry winter, change

Their wonted liveries; and the "mazed world,

By their increafe, now knows not which is which j

And this fame progeny of evils, comes
From our debate, from our diffention

;

We are their parents and original,

01?. Do you amend it then : it lies In you ;

Why fbould Titania crofs her Oberon ?

I do but beg a little changeling boy.

To be my henchman.
^leen. Set your heart at reft,

The fairy land buys not the child of me.
His mother was a votrefs of my order :

And, in the fpiced Indian air, by night,

Full often hath fhe gollip'd by my fide
;

And fat with me on Neptune's yellow fands,

Marking the embarked traders on the flood
;

When we have laugh 'd to fee the fails conceive,

And grow big-bellied, with the wanton wind :

Which (he, with pretty and with fwimming gait

(Following her womb then rich with my young Tquire),

Would imitate ; and fail upon the land.

To fetch me trifles, and return again,

Q % As
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As from a voyage, rich with merchandize.

But Ihe, being mortal, of that boy did die
^

And, for her fake, I do rear np her boy
;

And, for her fake, I will not part with him.

Oh. How long within this wood intend you ftaf ?

^icen. Perchance, till after Thefeus' wedding-day.

If you will patiently dance in our round,

And fee Our moon-light revels, go with us
;

If not, fhun me, and I will fpare your haunts.

Oh, Give me that boy, and I will go with thee.

^leen. Not for thy fairy kingdom^.—Fairies, away :

We ihali chide downright, if I longer flay.

\_Exeunt ^een and her Train.

Oh. Well, go thy way : thou fhalt not from this grove,

'Till I torment thee for this injury.

—

My gentle Puck, come hither . Thou remember 'ft

Since once I fat upon a promontory,
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back,

Uttering fuch dulcet and harmonious breath,

That the rude fea grew civil at her fong \

And certain ftars fhot madly from their fpheres,

To hear the fea-m.aid's mufic.

Puck. I remember.
Ob. That very time I faw (but thou could'ft not)

Flying between the cold moon and the earth,

Cupid all arm'd \ a certain aim he took
At a fair veftal ; throned by the weft

;

And loos'd his love-lhaft fmartly from his bow.
As it fhould pierce a hundred thoufand hearts :

But I might fee young Cupid's fiery fhaft

Quench'd in the chafte beams of the watery moon
\

And the imperial votrefs palled on,

In maiden meditation, fancy free.

Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell :

It fell upon a little weftern flower,

—

Before, milk-white ; now purple with love's wound,—
..

And maidens call it love-in-idlenefs.

Fetch me that flower ; the herb I fhew'd thee once
5

The juice of it, on fleeping eye-lids laid.

Will make or man or woman madly doat
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upon the next live creature that It fees.

Fetch me this herb ; and be thou here again

Ere the leviathan can fwim a league.

Puck. I'll put a girdle rqund about the earth

Jn forty minutes. [^Exlf,

Ob, Having once this juice,

I'll watch Titania when fhe is afleep,

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes :

The next thing when fhe waking looks upou
(Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull.

On meddling monkey, or on bufy ape).

She fhall purfue it with the foul of love.

And ere I take this charm off from her fight

(As I can take it with another herb),

I'll make her render up her page to me.
But who comes here ? I am invifible;

And I will over-hear their conference.

Enter Demetrius, Hel^ija, following him,

Dem, I love thee not, therefore purfue me not.

Where is Lyfander, and fair Hermia ?

The one I'll flay, the other flayeth me.
Thou told'll me they w^ere ftoln unto this wood ;

And here am I, and wood within this wood,
Becaufe I cannot meet my Hermia.
Jlence, get thee gone, and follow me no more.

Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant ;

But yet you draw not iron, for my heart

Js true as fteel: Leave you your power to draw,
^nd I fhall have no power to follow you.

Dem. Do I entice you ? Do I fpeak you fair ?

Or, rather, do I not in plained truth

Tell you—I do not, nor I cannot love you ?

^
Hel. And even for that do I love you the more.

I am your fpaniel ; and, Demetrius,

The more you beat me, I will fawn on you :

Ufe me but as your fpaniel, fpurn me, ftrike me,
Negled me, lofe me ; only give me leave.

Unworthy as I am, to follow you.

W}iat worfer place can I beg in your lov«
'

(And
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(And yet a place of high refpedl with me),

iThan to be ufed as you ufc your dog ?

Dejri. Tempt not too much the hatred of my fpirit ;

For I am fick, when I do look on thee.

HeJ. And I am fick, when I look not on you.

Dem. You do impeach your modefiy too much, ,

To leave the city, and commit yourfelf

Into the hands of one that loves you not

;

To truft the opportunity of night.

And the ill counfel of a defert place.

With the rich worth of your virginity,

HeL Your virtue is my privilege for that.

It is not night, when I do fee your face,

Therefore I think I am not in the night :
"

-

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company ;

For you, in my refpe^, are all the world :

Then how can it be faid, I am alone.

When all the world is here to look on me ?

Dem. I'll run from thee, and hide me in the brakes.

And leave thee to the mercy of wild beads.

HeL The wildeft hath not fuch a heart as you.

Run when you will, the ftory (hall be chang'd :

Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chace ;

The dove purfues the griffin ; the mild hind

Makes fpeed to catch the tiger : Bootlefs fpeed !

When cowardice purfues, and valour flies.

Dem, I will not flay thy queftions ; let me go :

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe

But I fliall do thee mifchief in the wood.

HeL Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field.

You do me mifchief. Fie, Demetrius !

Your wrongs do fet a fcandal on my fex :

We cannot fight for love, as men may do :

We fhou'd be woo'd, and were not made to woo.
I'll follow thee, and make a heaven of hell,

To die upon the hand I love fo well. \_Exeunt.

Ob. Fare thee well, nymph : ere he do leave this grove.

Thou (halt fly him, and he fhall feek thy love.

—

Jlafl thou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer.

Re-enter
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Re-enter Puck.

Puck, Ay, there it is.

Ob. I pray thee, give it me.
I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows.

Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows ;

Quite over-canopy'd with lufcious woodbine.

With fweet mufk-rofes, and with eglantine :

There fleeps Titania, fome time of the night,

Lull'd in thefe flowers with dances and delight

;

And there the fnake throws her enamell'd Ikin,

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in

:

And with the juice of this I'll ftreak her eyes.

And make her full of hateful fantafies.

Take thou fome of it, and feek through this grove :

A fweet Athenian lady is in love

With a difdainful youth : anoint his eyes ;

But do it, when the next thing he efpies

May be the lady : Thou Ihalt know the man
By the Athenian garments he hath on.

-EfFed it with fome care ; that he may prove

More fond on her, than fhe upon her love

:

And look thou meet me ere the firft cock crow.

Puck, Fear not, my lord, your fervant fhall do fo,

\_Exeunf,

SCENE III.

Anoth£r Part of the Wood, Enter the ^een of Fairies,

with her Train.

^ueen. Come, now a roundel, and a fairy fong ;
^

Then, for the third part of a minute, hence:

Some, to kill cankers in the mufk-rofe buds
;

Some, war with rear-mice for their leathern wings,
To make my fmall elves coats ; and fome, keep back
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders
At our quaint fpirits : Sing me now afleep

;

Then to your offices, and let me reft. ,

^

Firft



Firft Fairy.

Hsu fpotfedfnakes, with double tongue

t

'Thorny hedge-hogs y be notfeen;

Newts y and blind-wormsy do no wrong /

Come not near ourfairy ^een

:

Chorus.

PhilomeJy with melody

y

Sing in yourjweet lullaby:

Lulhy lullay lullaby ; lulla, lulhy lullaby s

Never harniy norJpell nor charm

^

Come our lovely lady nigh ;

Soi good nighty with lullaby.

Second Fairy.

TVeavingJpidersy come not here ;

Hence y you long-leggedfpinnerSy hence
f

Beetles blacky approach not near :

fForm, norfnaily do no offence.

Chorus.

PhilomelJ with melody y &c.

Firft Fairy.

Hence, away ; now all is well

:

Gne, aloof, ftand fentinel.

[Exeunt Fairies, The ^eenjleept»

Enter Ob ERON.

t)b. What thou fceft, when thou doftNvake,

\Squee%e$ the Flower on her eyelids*

Do it for thy true love take
;

Love, and languifli for his fake s

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear,

Pard, or boar with briftled hair>

In thy eye that ihall appear

When thou wak'ft, it is thy dear

;

Wake, when fome vile thing is near.

Exit Ob ERON.

Enter
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Etiter Lysander, and Hermia.

Lyf, Fair Love, you faint with wandering in the wood j

And, to fpeak troth, I have forgot our way :

We'll reft us, Hermia, if you think it good.

And tarry for the comfort of the day.

Her Be it fo, Lyfander : find you out a bed.

For I upon this bank will reft my head.

Lyf. One turf ftiall ferve as pillow for us both ;

One heart, one bed, two bofoms, and one troth.

Her, Nay, good Lyfander ; for my fake, my dear,

Lye further ofFyet, do not lye fo near.

Lyf, O, take the fehfe, fweet, of my innocence

;

Love takes the meaning, in love's conference,

I mean that my heart unto yours is knit
;

So that but one heart we can make of it

:

Two bofoms interchained with an oath
;

So then, two bofoms, and a lingle troth.

Then, by your fide no bed-room me deny
;

For, lying fo, Hermia, I do not lie.

Her, Lyfander, riddles very prettily :

—

Now much befhrew my manners, and my pride.*,

If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander ly'd.

But, gentle friend, for love and courtefy

Lye further off; in human modefty
Such feparation, as, may well be faid,

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid :

So far be diftant ; and good-night, fweet friend ;

Thy love ne'er alter, till thy fweet life end !

Lyf Ainen, amen, to that fair prayer, fay I

;

And then end life, when I end loyalty !

Here is my bed : Sleep give thee all his reft

!

Her. With half that wifti the wilher's eyes be prefs'd !

\TheyJleep,

Enter Puck.

Puck, ThrougKthe foreft have I gone,

But Athenian found I nonej

On whofe eyes I might approve
This flower's force in ftirring love*

P Night
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Night and filence ! who is here ?

Weeds of Athens he doth wear : ;

This is he, my mafter faid,

Defpifed the Athenian maid;
And here the maiden, fleeping found.

On the dank and dirty ground.

Pretty foul ! (he durft not lye

Near to this lack-love, this kill-courtefye

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw
All the power this charm doth owe :

When thou wak'ft, let love forbid

Sleep his feat on thy eye-lid.

So av^ake, when I am gone ;

For I mud: now to Oberon. [^£xit.

Enter Demetrius, and Helena rumiing.

Hel. Stay, though thou kill me, fweet Demetrius.

Dem. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me thus,

Hel. O, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not fo.

Dem. Stay on thy peril ; I alone will go.

\Exit Demetrius.
Hel. O, I am out of breath, in this fond chace \

The niore my prayer, the leffer is my grace.

Happy is Hermia, wherefoe'er flie lies
;

For Ihe hath blelTed and attra61:ive eyes.

How came her eyes fo bright ? Not with fait tears

:

If fo, my eyes are oftner wafh'd than hers.

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear
;

For beafts, that meet me, run away for fear

:

Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius

Do, as a monfter, fly my prefence thus.

What vv'icked and diifembling glafs of mine
Made me compare with Hermia's fphery eyne ?—
But who is here ? Lyfander ! on the ground !

Dead ? or afleep ? I fee no blood, no wound :

—

Lyfander, if you live, good Sir, awake.

Lyf. And run through fire I will, for thy fweet fake.

^PFaking,

Tranfparent Flelena ! Nature /hews art.

That through thy bofom makes me fee thy heart.

Where
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Where is Demetrius ? Oh, how fit a word
Is that vile name, to perifh on my fword

!

Hek Do not fay fo, Lyfander ; fay not fo :

XVhat though he love your Hermia ? Lord, what thought

Yet Hermia ftill loves you : then be content.

Lyf, Content with Hermia ? No : I do repent

The tedious minutes I with her have fpent.

Not Hermia> but Helena I love :

Who will not change a raven for a dove ?

The will of man is by his reafon fway'd
;

And reafon fays, you are the worthier maid.

Things growing are not ripe until their feafon

;

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reafon
;

And touching now the point of human fkill,

Reafon becomes the marfhal to my will,

And leads me to your eyes ; where I o'erlobk

Love's ftories, written in love's richeft book.

HeL Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born i

When, at your hands, did I defervethis fcorn?

Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man.
That I did never, no, nor never can,

Deferve a fweet look from Demetrius' eye^

But you muft flout my infufficiency ?

Good troth, you do me wrong, good footh, you do.

In fuch difdainful manner me to woo.
But fare you well : perforce I muft confefs>

I thought you lord of more true gentlenefs*

Oh, that a lady, of one man refus'd

Should, of another, therefore be abus'd

!

fExif,

Lyf. She fees not Hermia :—Hermia, fleep thou there
i

And never may'ft thou come Lyfander near I

For as a furfeit of the fweeteft things

The deepeft loathing to the ftomach brings
;

Or, as the herefies, that men do leave.

Are hated moft of thofe they did deceive

;

So thou, my furfeit, and my herefy,

t)f all be hated ; but the moft, of me

!

And all my powers, addrefs your love and might,
STo honour Hekn, ;tfid to be her knight

!

TExk.
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Her. \Jlartlng from Jleep,'] Help me, Lyfander, help

me ! do thy beft,

To pluck this crawling ferpent from my breaft I

Ay me, for pity 1—what a dream was here ?

Lyfander, look, how do I quake with fear ;

Methought, a ferpent eat my heart away.
And you fat fmiling at his cruel prey :

Lyfander! what, remov'd? Lyfander! lord!

What, out of hearing
;
gone f no found, no word ?

Alack, where are you ? fpeak, an if you hear
;

Speak, of all loves ; I fwoon almoft with fear.

No ?—then I will perceive you are not nigh :

Or death, or you, Til find immediately. [Exit.

ACT in.

SCENE L The Wood,

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout,.
Mid Starveling.

The ^een of Fairies iy^ng ajleep^

Bottom*

Are we all met ?

^im. Pat, pat ; and here's a marvellous convenient

place for our rehearfal : This green plot fhall be our ftage,

this hawthorn brake our tyring-houfe ; and we will do it

in aflion, as we will do it before the duke.

Rot. Peter Quince,

—

^in. What fay'ft ihou, bully Bottom ?

Bot. There are things in this comedy of Pyramus and

Thifby, that will never pleafe. Firft, Pyramus muft

draw a fword to kill himfelf ; which th» ladies cannot

abide. How anfwer you that ?

Snout. By'rlakin, % parlous fear.

Star. I believe, we muft leave the killing out, when
all is done. -

Bot. Not a whit ; I have a device to make all well.

Write me a prologue : and let the prologue feem to fay,

we.vyiii do no harm with our fwords ^ and that Pyramus
is
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is not kill'd, indeed : and, for the more better afTurance

tell them, that I Pyramus arti not Pyramus, but Bottom

the weaver : This will put them out of fear.

^in. Well, we will have fuch a prologue ; and it

fhall be written in eight and fix.

Bot, No, make it two more ; let it be written in feight

and eight.

Snout. Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion ?

Star, I fear it, Ipromifeyou.

Bot, Mafters, you ought to confider with yourfelves ;

to bring in, God fhield us ! a lion among ladies, is a

moft dreadful thing : for there is not a more fearful wild-

fowl, than your lion, living ; and we ought to look to

it.

Snout, Therefore, another prologue mufl tell, he is not

a lion.

Bot, Nay, you muft name his name, and half his face

muft be feen through the lion's neck ; and he himfelf

muft fpeak through, faying thus, or to the fame defe6l,

'—Ladies, or, fair ladies, I would wifh you, or, I would

requeft you, or, I would entreat you, not to fear, not to

'tremble ; my life for yours. If you think I come hither

as a lion, it were pity of my life : No, I am no fuch

thing ; I am a man as other men are :—and there, in-

deed, let him name his name ; and tell them plainly, he

is Snug the joiner.

^in. Well, it fhall be fo. But there is two hard

things ; that is, to bring the moon-light into a chamber :

for you know, Pyramus and Thifby meet by moon-light.

Snug, Doth the moon lliine that night we play our

play?

hot, A calendar, a calendar ! look in the almanack

;

iind out moon-fhine, find out moon-lhine.,

^wm. Yes, it doth fhine that night.

Bot, Why, then you may leave a cafement of the great

chamber window, where we play,, open ; and the moon
may fhine in at the cafement..

^in. Ay ; or elfe one muft cohie in with a bufli of

thorns and a lantern, and fay, he comes to disfigure, or

to prefentji the pexfon of moon-fhine. Then, there is

D 3 anather
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another thing : we muft have a wall in the great cham-

ber ; for Pyramus and Thifby, fays the ftory, did talk

through the chink of a wall.

Snug. You never can bring in a wall :—What fay you,

BottoiTL ?

Bc^r. Some man or other muft prefent wall : and let

him haVe fome plafter, or fome lome, or fome rough-,

caft, about him, to fignify wall; or let him hold his

fingers thus, and through that cranny Ihall Pyramus and

Thifby whifper.

^in. If that may be, then all is well. Come, fit

down, every mother's fon, and rehearfe your parts, Pyra-

mus, you begin : when you have fpoken your fpeech,

enter into that brake j and fo every one according to his

cue.

Enter PuCK behind.

Puch. What hempen home-fpuns have we fwaggering

here,

So near the cradle of the fairy queen }

What, a play toward ? I'll be an auditor ;

An a6lor too, perhaps, if I fee caufe,

^in. Speak, Pyramus;—Thifby, ftand forth.

Pyr. Thijhyt the flower of odiousfavoursfweet*

^uin. Odours, odours.

Pyr. odoursfavoursfweet.

So doth thy breath, my deareft Th'tjly dear.—
Butt hark, a vioce ! fiay thou but here a whit.

And by and by I will to thee appear. \Exit Pyramusj
Fuck. A ftranger Pyramus than e'er played here !

\_Aflde. lExit,

This. Muft I fpeak now?
^in. Ay, marry, muft you : for you muft underftand^

he goes but to fee a noife that he heard, and is to come
again.

This. Mofl radiant Pyramus, vwfi lily-white of hue

^

Of colour like the red rofe on triumphant brier,

Mofl brifky juvenal, and eke mofl lovely yew.
As true as truefl horfe, that yet would never tire,

Jll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny s tomb,

^in.
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^k/w. Ninus' tomb, man : Why, you muft not fpeak

that yet ; that you anfwer to Pyramus : you fpeak all

your part at once, cues and all.—Pyramus enter ;
your

cue is pad ; it is, never tire.

Re-enter PucK, and Bottom, with an AJss Head.

This. O,

—

As true as trueji horjey that yet would never

tire.

Pyr. If I werefairi Thijlyy I were only thine :—
^in. O monftrous ! O ftrange !—we are haunted.

Pray, mafters ! fly, mafters ! help ! [ExeufJt Clowns,

Fuck. I'll follow you, I'll lead you about a round.

Through bog, through bufh, through brake, through

brier ;

Sometime a horfe I'll be, fometime a hound,

A hog, a headlefs bear, fometime a fire ;

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn,

Like horfe, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. ^Exit,

Bot. Why do they run away ? this is a knavery of

them, to make me afeard.

Re-enter Snout.

Snout. O Bottom, thou art chang'd! what do I fee on

thee ?

Bot. What do you fee ? you fee an afs' head of your

own 5 Do you ?

Re-enter Quince.

^in. Blefs thee, BlolTom ! blefs thee ! thou art tranf-

lated. lExit.

Bot. I fee their knavery : this is to make an afs of me;

to fright me ; if they could. But I will not ftir from

this place, do what they can : I will w^alk up and down

here, and I will fing, that they fhall hear I am not afraid,

[Sin^Sn

The oufel-cochffo black of hue

,

With orange-tawny bilU

The throftle with his note fo trues

The wren with little quill:

y D 4 ^een.
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^een. What angel wakes me from my flowery bed r

Bottom fings.

The finch y thefparrow ^ and the lark,

Xhe plain-fong cuckoo gray^

Whoje notefull many a man doth mark^

And dares not anjwer, nay ;—
for, indeed, who would fet his wit to fo foolifh a bird ;

who would give a bird the lie, though he cry, cuckoo^

never fo.

^een, I pray thee, gentle mortal fmg again :

Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note,

j3o is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape
;

And thy fair virtue's force, perforce doth move me ;

On the firft view, to fay, to fwear, I love thee.

Bot. Methinks, miftrefs, you fhould have little reafon

for that : And yet, to fay the truth, reafon and love keep
little company together now-a-days : The more the pity,

that fome honelt neighbours will not make them friends^

Nay, I can gleek, upon occafion.

^leen. Thou art as wife, as thoH art beautiful.

Bot, Not fo, neither : but if I had wit enough to ge^

out of this wood, I have enough to ferve mine own
turn.

^ueen. Out of this wood do not defire to go
;

Thou fhalt remain here, whether thou v/ilt or no,

I am a fpirit of no common rate
;

The fummer ftill doth tend upon my ftate.

And I do love thee : therefore, go with me

;

111 give thee fairies to atrend on thee;

And they fhall fetch thee jewels from the deep,

And iing, while thou on prv-lfed flowers dd'ft lleep:

And 1 will purge thy mortal groffnefs fo.

That thou (halt like an airy fpirit go.

—

Peafe-blolfom ! Cobweb ! Moth ! and Muftard-feed !

Enterfour Fairies^

1 Fair, Ready.

2 fair. And L
3 ^^'^^
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3 Tatr. And L
4 Fair. And I : Where fhall we go?j

^leen. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman;

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes

;

Feed him with apricocks, and dewberries,

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries
;

The honey bags Ileal from the humble bees.

And, for night tapers, erop their waxen thighs.

And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes.

To have my love to bed, and to arife
;

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies,

To fan the moon-beams from his fleeping eyes :

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtefies.

1 Fair. Hail, mortal, hail

!

2 Fair. Hail!

3 Fair Hail

!

'''

Bot. J cry your wor(hip*s mercy heartily.—I befeech^

your worfhip's name.
Cob, Cobweb.
Bot. I fhall defire you of more acquaintance, good

malter Cobweb : If I cut my finger, I fhall make bold
with you.—Your name, honeil: gentleman ?

Peaje. Peafe-bloifom.

Bot. I pray you, commend me to miftrefs Squafh, your
mother, and to mafter Peafcod, your father. Good mafter
Peafe-blolfom, I (hall defire you of more acquaintance

too.—Your name, I befeech yoU| Sir?

MuJ. Muftard-feed.

Bot. Good mafter Muftard-feed, I know your patience

well : that fame cowardly, giant-like, ox beef, hath de-

voured many a gentleman of your houfe : I promife you
your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now. I de-

fire you, more acquaintance, good mafter Muftard-feed.

fueen. Come, wait upon him ; lead him to my bower,
he moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye

;

And when ftie weeps, weeps every little flower.

Lamenting fome enforced chaftity.

Tie up my love's tongue, bring him fikntly. \Exeunt,

SCENE
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S C E N E II.

Enter Oberon,

Oh, I wonder, if Titania be awak'd
;

Then, what it was that next came in her eye,

Which fhe mufl doat on in extremity.

Enter Fuck,

Here comes my melTenger.—How now, mad fpirit }

What night-rule now about this haunted grove r

Puck. -My miftrefs with a monfter is in love.

Near to her ciofe and confecrated bower,

While fhe was in her dull and fleeping hour,

A crew of patches, rude mechanicals.

That work for bread upon Athenian flails.

Were met together to rehearfe a play,

Intended for great Thefeus' nuptial day.

The fhallowelt thick-fkin of that barren fort,

Who Pyramus prefented, in their fport

Forfook his fcene, and entered in a brake

:

" When I did him at this advantage take.

An afs's nowl I fixed on his head
;

Anon, his Thifby mufl be anfwered.

And forth my minnock comes : When they him fpy.

As wild geefe, that the creeping fowler eye.

Or ruiTet-pated choughs, many in fort,

Rifmg and cawing at the gun's report

Sever themfelves, and madly fweep the fky

;

So, at his fight, away his fellows fly

:

And, at our ilamp, here o'er and o'er one falls

;

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls.

Their fenfe, thus weak, lofl with their fears, thus flrong.

Made fenfelefs things begin to do them wrong

:

For briers and thorns at their apparel fnatch
;

Some, fleeves ; fome, hats : from yielders all things catch,

I led them on in this dillra6led fear.

And left fweet Pyramus tranflated there :

When in that moment (fo it came to pafs)

Titania wak'd, and ftraightway lov'd an afs*

05,
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Oh. This falls out better than I could devife.

But haft thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes

With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ?

Puck. I took him fleeping,--that is finiili'd too,—

And the Athenian woman by his fide ;

That, when he wak'd, of force ftie muft be ey d.

Enter Demetrius, aw^Hermia.

Ob. Stand clofe ; this is the fame Athenian.

Puck. This is the woman, but not this the man.

Dem. O, why rebuke you him that loves you fo ?

Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter foe.

Her. Now I but chide, but I fhould ufe thee worfe ;

For thou, I fear, haft given me caufe to curfe.

If thou haft flain Lyfander in his lleep,

Being o'er fhoes in blood, plunge in the deep.

And kill me too.

The fun was not fo true unto the day,

As he to me : Would he have ftol'n away
From fleeping Hermia ? I'll believe as foon,

This whole earth may be bor'd ; and that^ the moon
May through the centre creep, and fo difpleafe

Her brother's noon-tide with the Antipodes.

It cannot be, but thou haft murder'd him
;

So ftiould a murderer look, fo dead, fo grim.

Dem. So ftiould the murder'd look ; and fo ftiould I,

Pierc'd through the heart with your ftern cruelty :

Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear,

As yonder Venus in her glimmering fphere.

Her. What's this to my Lyfander ? where is he ?

Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me ?

Dem. I had rather give his carcafe to my hounds.

Her. Out, dog! out, cur! thou driv'ft me paft the

bounds

Of maiden's patience. Haft thou flain him then i

Henceforth be never numbered among men

!

O ! once tell true, tell true, even for my fake ;

Durft thou have look'd upon him, being awake.

And haft thou kill'd him fleeping ? O brave touch !

Could not a worm, an adder, do fo much I
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An adder did it ^ for with doubler tongue

Than thine, thou Terpen t, never adder iking.

Dem, You fpend your palFion on a mifpris'd mood ;

I am^not guilty of Lyfander's blood
;

Nor is he dead, for ought that I can tell.

Her, I pray thee, tell me then that he is well.

Dem, An if I could, what fhould I get therefore T

Her, A privilege, never to fee me more,

—

And from thy hated prefence part I fo :

See me no more, whether he be dead, or no. [_Exit^

Dem, There is no following her in this fierce vein ^

Here, therefore, for a while I will remain.

So forrow's heavinefs doth heavier grow.

For debt that bankrupt fleep doth forrow owe
;

Which now in fome flight meafure it will pay.

If for his tender here I make fome flay. [^Lies down,

Ob. What haft thou done ? thou haft miftaken quite.

And laid the love-juice on fome true-love's fight :

Of thy mifprifion muft perforce enfue

Some true love turn'd, and not a falfe turn'VJ true.

Puck. Then fate o'er-rules ; that, one man holding

troth,

A million fail, confounding oath on oath.

Ob. About the wood go fwifter than the wind.
And Helena of Athens look you find ;

All fancy-fick fhe is, and pale of cheer

With fighs of love, that coft the frefh blood dear ;

By fome illufion fee thou bring her here ;

I'll charm his eyes, againft fhe do appear.

Puck, I go, I go ; look, how I go ;

Jwifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow.
Ob. Flower of this purple dye.

Hit with Cupid's archery.

Sink in apple of his eye !

When his love he doth efpy.

Let her fhine as glorioufly

As the Venus of the fky

When thou wak'ft, if fhe be by„

Beg of her for remedy.

Re-enter*
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Re-enter Puck.

Ptuk. Captain of our fairy band,

Helena is here at hand ;

X And the youth, miftook by me.

Pleading for a lover's fee ;

Shall we their fond pageant fee ?

Lord, what fools thefe mortals be!

Ob, Stand afide : the noife they make.
Will caufe Demetrius to aw^ake.

Puck, Then will two, at once, woo one j

That muft needs be fport alone :

And thofe things do beft pleafe me.
That befal prepoft'roufly.

Enter Lysander, and Helena.

Lyf, Why fhould you think, that I fhould woo in fcomt
Scorn and derifion never come in tears

:

Look, when I vow, I weep ; and vows fo born.

In their nativity all truth appears.

How can thefe things in me feem fcorn to you.

Bearing the badge of faith to prove them true ?

" Hel. You do advance your cunning more and more.

When truth kills truth, O devililli holy frayi

Thefe vows are Hermia's ; Will you give her o'er ?

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh

:

Your vows, to her and me, put in two fcales,

Will even weigh ; and both as light as tales.

Lyf. I had no judgment, when to her I fwore.

Hel. Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er.

Lyf. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you.

Dem. \aivaking] O Helen, goddefs, nymph, perfe<^ip.

divine

!

To what, my love, fhall I compare thine eyne ?

Chryftal is muddy. O, how ripe in fhow
Thy lips, thofe kifling cherries, tempting grow

!

That pure congealed white, high Taurus' fnow,
Fann'd with the eaftern wind, turns to a crow.

When thou hold'ft up thy hand : O, let me kifs

This princefs of pure white, this feal of blifs I

HeU
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Hel O fpight ! O hell ! I fee, you all are beiil

To fet againft me, for ypur merriment.

If you were civil, and knew courtefy.

You would not do me thus much injury.

Can you not hate me, as I know you do.

But you muft join, in fouls, to mock me tool

If you were men, as men you are in fhow.

You would not ufe a gentle lady fo ;

To vow, and fwear, and fuperpraife my parts.

When, I am fure, you hate me with your hearts*

You both are rivals, and love Hermia ;

And now both rivals to mock Helena :

A trim exploit, a manly enterprife,

To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes.

With your derifion ! none, of nobler fort.

Would fo offend a virgin ; and extort

A poor foul's patience, all to make you fport.

Lyf. You are unkind, Demetrius ; be not fo ;

For you love Hermia ; this, you know, I know t

And here, with all good will, with all my heart.

In Hermia's love I yield you up my part

;

And yours of Helena to me bequeath.

Whom I do love, and will do to my death.

Hel. Never did mockers wafte more idle breath.

De7n. Lyfander, keep thy Hermia ; I will none :

If e'er I lov'd her, all that love is gone.

My heart with her but, as gueft-wife, fojourn'd ;

And now to Helen it is home return'd.

There to remain.

Lyf. Helen, it is not fo.

Dem. Difparage not the faith thou doft not know^
Left, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.

Look, where thy love comes ;
yonder is thy dear.

Enter Hermia.

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his fun6lion take?^

The ear more quick of apprehenfion makes
;

Wherein it doth impair the feeing fenfe.

It pays the hearing double recompence ;^»

Thou
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Thou art not by mine eye, Lyfander, found
;

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy found.

But why unkin "i< . didft thoa leave me fo ?

Lyf. Why fliould he ihy, whom love doth prefs to go?.

Her. What love could prefs Lyfander from my fide ?

Lyf. Lyfander's love, that would not let him bide.

Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night

Than all yon fiery o's and eyes of light.

Why feek'ft thou me ? could not this make thee know.
The hate I bear thee made me leave thee fo ?

Her, You fpeak not as you think ; it cannot be.

Hel. Lo, fhe is one of this confederacy !

Now I perceive they have conjoin'd, all three.

To fafhion this falfe fport in fpight of me.
Injurious Hermia ! moil ungrateful maid !

Have you confpir'd, have you with thefe contriv'd

To bait me with this foul derifion ?

Is all the counfel that we two have fbar'd.

The fillers' vows, the hours that we have fpent.

When we have chid the hafly-footed time

For parting us,—O, and is all forgot ?

All fchool-day friendfhip, childhood innocence ?

We, Hermia, like two artificial gods.

Have with our neelds created both one flower.

Both on one fampler, fitting on one culhion.

Both warbling of one fong, both in one key ;

As if our hands, our fides, voices, and minds.

Had been incorporate. So we grew together,

Like to a double cherry, feeming parted
j

But yet a union in partition,

Two lovely berries molded on one ftem 4

So, with two feeming bodies, but one heart ; '

Two of the firft, like coats in heraldry.

Due but to one, and crowned with one crefl.

And will you rent our ancient love afunder.

To join with men in fcorning your poor friend ?

It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly:
Our fex, as well as I, may chide you for it

;

Though I alone do feel the injury.

Her/ I am amazed at your paffionate words :

I Ccorn
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I fcorn you riot ; it feems that you fcorn me.
Hel. Have you not fet Lyfander, as in fcorn.

To follow me, and praife my eyes and face ?

And made your other love, Demetrius,
(Who even but now did fpurn me with his foot),

To call megoddefs, nymph, divine, and rare.

Precious, celeftial ? Wherefore fpeaks he this

To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lyfander

Deny your love, fo rich within his foul,

And tender me, forfooth, afFedion
;

But by your fetting on, by your confent P

What though I be not fo in grace as you.

So hung upon with love, fo fortunate

;

But miferable moft, to love unlov'd ?

This you fhould pity, rather than defpife.

Her. I underftand not what you mean by this*

Hel. Ay, do, perfevere, counterfeit fad looks»

Make mouths upon mc when I turn my back ;

Wink at each other ; hold the fweet jeft up i

This fport, well carry'd, fhall be chronicled*

If you have any pity, grace, or manners.
You would not make me fuch an argunient*

But, fare ye well : 'tis partly mine own fault

;

Which death, or abfence, foon fhall remedy.

LyJ. Stay, gentle Helena ; hear my excufe
;

My love, my life, my foul, fair Helena

!

Hel. O excellent

!

Her. Sweet, do not fcorn her i^o*

Defn. If fhe cannot entreat, I can compel.

Lyf. Thou canft compel no more than ftie entreat

;

Thy threats have no more ftrength than her weak prayefs^,

Helen, I love thee ; by my life I do
;

I fwear by that which I will lofe for thee,

To prove him falfe, that fays I love thee not.

Dcm. I fay, I love thee more than he can do.

Lyf. If thou fay fo, withdraw, and prove it too*

Dem. Quick, come,

—

Her, Lyfander, whereto tends all this ?

Lyf. Away, you Ethiop !

Dem^ No, no, Sir, he'll



*ilDSUMMER-NIGHt's DREAlWt. 21

Seem to break loofe ; take on, as you would follow ;

But yet come not : You are a tame man, go !

Lyf. Hiing off, thou cat, thou burr : viie thing let loofe ;

Or I will fliake thee from me like a ferpent.

Her. Why are you grown fo rude ? what change is this>

Sweet love r

Lyf. Thy love? out, tawny Tartar, out!

Out, loathed medicine ! hated potion, hence

!

Her. Do you not jeft ?

Hel. Yes, Tooth ; and f6 do you.

Lyf. Demetrius, I will keep my word with theCc

I)em. I would I had your bond : for, I perceive,

A weak bond holds you ; I'll not truft your word.

Lyf. What, fhould I hurt her, itrike her, kill her dead ?

Although i hate her, Til not harm her fo.

Her. What, can you do me greater harm, than hate ?

Hate me ! wherefore ? O me ! what news, my love ?

Am not I Hermia ? Are not you Lyfander ?

I am as fair now, as I was erewhile.

Since nightj you lov'd me
;

yet, fince night, you left me

:

Why, then you left mci—O the gods forbid i—
In earneft, iliall I fay ?

Lyf. Ay, by my life ;

And never did defire to fee thee more.
Therefore, be out of hope, of queftion, doubt,

Be certain, nothing truer ; 'tis no jeft.

That I do hate thee^ and love Helena*

Her. Ome! you juggler! oh, you canker-blofTom!

You thief of love ! what, have you come by night.

And ftol'n my love's heart froiti him ?

Hel. Fine, i 'faith

!

Have you no modefty, no maiden fhamcj
No touch of bafhfulnefs ? What, will you tear

Impatient anfwers from my gentle tongue ?

Pie, fie! you counterfeit, you puppetj you!
Her. Puppet ! why fo ? Ay, that way goes the ganis,-

Now I perceive that fhe hath made compare
Between our ftatures ; fhe hath urg'd her height

;

And with her perfonage, her tall perfonage,

Her height, forfooth, fhe hath prevail'd with him,—
E An«i
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And are you grown fo high in his efteem,

Becaufe I am fo dvvarfifli, and fo low ?

How low am I, thou painted maypole? fpeak ;

How low am I ? I am not yet fo low,

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes.

HeL I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen.

Let her not hurt me : I was never curft

;

I have no gift at all in fhrewifhnefs
;

I am a right maid for my cowardice
;

Let her not ftrikc me : You, perhaps, may think,

Becaufe (he's fomething lower than myfelf.

That I can match her.

Her, Lower! hark, again.

HeL Good Hermia, do not be fo bitter with me.
I evermore did love you, Hermia,
Did ever keep your counfels, never wrong'd you

;

Save that, in love unto Demetrius,

I told him of your ftealth'unto this wood ;

He follow'd you ; for love, I follow'd him.

But he hath chid me hence ; and threatened mc
To ftrike me, fpurn me, nay, to kill me too :

And now, fo you will let me quiet go.

To Athens will I bear my folly back,

And follow you no further : Let me go :

You fee how fimpk and how fond I am.
Her. Why, get you gone : Who is't that hinders you ?

HeL A fooliih heart, that I leave here behind.

Her, What, with Lyfander?

HeL With Demetrius.

\Ljf Be not afraid ; (he (hall not harm thee, Helena.

Dem. No, Sir ; (he (hall not, though you take her part,

HeL O ; when (he's angry, (he is keen and (hrewd :

She was a vixen, when (he went to fchool

;

And, though (he be but little, (he is fierce.

Her. Little again ! nothing but low and little I—
Why will you fuflfer her to flout me thus \

Let me come to her.

Lyf. Get you gone, you dwarf;

You minimus, ot hind'ring knot-grafs made ;

You bead, you acorn.

BitB,

«
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DefH. You are too officious

in her behalf that fcorns your fervices.

Let her alone ; fpeak not of Helena ;

Take not her part : for if thou doft intend

Never fo little fhew of love to her.

Thou fhalt aby it.

Lyf. Now fhe holds me not

;

Now follow, if thou dar'ft, to try w^hofe right*

Or thine, or mine, is moft in Helena.

Dem, Follow ! nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by jowl.

\_Exit Lysander and DEMETRiuSi
Her. You, miftrefs, all this coyl is long of you :

Nay, go not back.

Hel. I v/ill not truft you, I

;

Nor longer ftay in your curft company.
Your hands, than rtiine, are quicker for a fray :

My legs are longer though, to run away.
Her. I am amaz'd, and know not what to fay.

[^Exeunt : HE RM IA purfuing HELENA*
Oh. This is thy negligence : ftill thou miftak'ft.

Or elfe commit'ft thy knaveries willingly.

Puck. Believe me, king of fhadows, I miftook

Did not you tell me, I fhould know the man
By the Athenian garments he had on ?

And fo far blamelefs proves my enterprize,

That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes :

And fo far am I glad it did fo fort,

As this their jangling I efteem a fport.

Ob^ Thou feed thefe lovers feek a place to fight t

Hie therefore, Robin, overcaft the night

;

The (tarry welkin cover thou anon
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron

;

And lead thefe tefty rivals fo af!:ray.

As one come not within another's way

:

Like to Lyfander fometime frame thy tongue.

Then ftir Demetrius up with bitter wrong
\

And fometimes rail thou like Demetrius ;

And from each other look thou lead them thuSj

'Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting ileep*

With leaden legs and batty wings, doth creep :

E 7, Thea
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Then crufh this herb into Lyfander's eye,

Whofe liquor hath this virtuous property.

To take from thence all error, with his might.

And make his eye-balls roll with wonted fight.

When they next wake, all this derifion

Shall feerh a dream, and fruitlefs vifion ;

And back to Athens fhall the lovers wend.

With league, whofe date till death (ball never end.

Whiles I in this affair do thee employ,

I'll to my queen, and beg her Indian boy

;

And then 1 will her charmed eye releafe

From monfter's view, and all things fliall be peace.

Puck. My fair lord, this muft be done with hafte
5

For night's fwift dragons cut the clouds full faft,

And yonder fhines Aurora's harbinger ;

At whofe approach ghofls, wand'ring here and there,

Troop home to church-yards : damned fpirits all,

That in crofs-ways and floods have burial.

Already to their wormy beds are gone
;

For fear left day fhould look their fhames upon.

They wilfully themfelves exile from light.

And muft for aye confort with black-brow'd night.

Ob. But we are fpirits of another fort

:

I with the morning's love have oft made fport

;

And, like a forefter, the groves may tread.

Even *tiU the eaftern i^i^te, all fiery red,

Opening on Neptune with fair bleiled beams^

Turns into yellow gold his falt-green ftreams.

But, notwithftanding, hafte ; make no delay :

We may effect this bufinefs yet ere day.

[^Exit Oberon.
PiicL Up and down, up and down

j

I will lead them up and down
;

I am fear'd in field and town.

Goblin, lead them up and down.
Here comes one.

Enter Lysander.

Xi/l Where art thou, proud Demetrius? fpeak tho»

BOW.
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Pud. Here, villain ; drawn and ready. Where art

thou ?

Lyf. I will be with thee ftraight.

Puck, Follow me then

To plainer ground.

[Lys. going out, as following Dem,

Enter Demetrius.

Dem, Lyfander! fpeak ag^in,

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled ?

Speak. In fome bufh ? where doft thou hide thy head ?

Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the ftars,

Telling the hulhes that thou look 'ft for wars,

And wilt not come ? Come, recreant ; come, thou child!

I'll whip thee with a rod j He is defil'd

That draws a fword on thee.

Dem. Yea ; art thou there ?

Puck. Follow my voice ; we'll try no manhood here,

[Exeuntn

Re-enter Lysander.

Lyf. He goes before me, and ftill dares me on
\

When I come where he calls, then he is gone.

The villain is much lighter heel'd than I ;

I followed faft, but fafter he did fly ;

That fall'n am I in dark uneven way,
And here will reft me. Come, thou gentle day

!

[Lies down^
For if but once thou fliew me thy grey light,

I'll find Demetrius, and revenge this fpight.

Re-enter Puck and Demetrius.

Puck. Ho, ho, ho ! coward, why comeft thou not ?

Dem. Abide me, if thou dar'ft : for well I wot.

Thou runn'ft before me, fhifting ev'ry place;

And dar'ft not ftand, nor look me in the face^

Where art thou ?

Puck. Come hither ; I am here.

Dem. Nay, then thou mock 'ft me. Thou fhalt buy this

dear.

Ex If
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If ever I thy face by day-lighi fee :

Now, go thy way. Faintnefs conftraineth me
To meafure out my length on this cold bed.—
By day's apprqach look to be vifited. \_Lies down^.

Enter Helena.

He]. O weary night, O long and tedious night

!

Abate thy hours ; fhine, comforts, from the eaft
;

That I may back to Athens by day-light,

From thefe that my poor company deleft :

—

And, fleep, that fometime fhuts up forrow's eye,

gteal me awhile from mine own company. [JSleepS;,

Puck. Yet but three ? come one more
;

Two of both kinds makes up four.

Here fhe comes, curft and fad :—

-

Cupid is a knavifh lad,

Thus to make poor females mad.

Enter Hermia.
Her. Never fo weary, never fo in woe,

Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briers
;,

I can no further crawl, no further go
;

My legs can keep no pace with my defires.

Here will I reft me, 'till the break of day.

Heavens ftiield Lyfander, if they mean a fray ! [Lies down.
Puik. On the ground

Sleep found :

I'll apply

To your eye.

Gentle lover, remedy.

[Squi^'zing the juice on LysanderV eye.

When thou wak'ft,

Thou tak'ft

True dtlight

In the light

Of thy former lady's eye :

And the country proverb known.
That every man ihould take his own,
|n 'your waking ftiall be fliown

:

I Jack

I
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Jack fhall have Jill:

Nought fhall go ill;

The man fhall have his mar^ again, and all fhall be well.

[
Exit Pu c K. [7 hey Jleep,

A C T IV.

SCENE I. A fFood.

Enter §u£en of the Fairies ^ Bottom, Fairies attending,

and the King behind them,

^een.

Come, fit thee down upon this flov/ery bed,

While I thy amiable cheeks do coy,

And ftick mufk-rofes in the lleek fmooth head,

And kifs thy fair large ears, my gentle joy,

Bot. Where's Peafe-bloilom ?

Feafe. Ready.

Bot. Scratch my head, Feafe-blolTom.—Where's mon-
fieur Cobweb ?

Cob, Ready.

Bot. Monfieur Cobweb; good monfieur, get your wea*
pons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipp'd humble bee on
the top of a thiftle ; and, good monfieur, bring me the

honey-bag. Do not fret yourfelf too much in the action,

monfieur ; and, good monfieur, have a care the honey-bag
break not ; I would be loth to have you over-flown with
a honey-bag, fignior.—Where's monfieur Muftard feed ^

Muji. Ready.

Bot. Give me your neif, monfieur Muftard-feed. Pray
you, leave your courtefy, good monfieur.

MuJi. What's your will ?

Bot. Nothing, good monfieur, but to help cavalero Cob-
web to fcratch. I mufi: to the barber's, monfieur ; for,

methinks, I am marvellous hairy about the face : and I

am fuch a tender afs, if my hair do but tickle me, I muft
fcratch.

^een. What, wilt thou hear fomc mufic, my fweet
love?

E 4 BqL
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Bot. I have a reafonable good ear in mufic : let us have

the tongs and the bones.

^ueen. Or, fay, fvveet love, what thou defir'ft to eat,

Bqt Truly, a peck of provender ; I could munch your

good dry oats, Methinks I have a great defire to a bottle

of hay ; good hay, fweet hay, hath no fellow.

Queen. I have a venturous fairy that fhall feek

The fquirrel's hoard, and fetch tiiee new nuts.

Bot. I had rather have a handful, or two, of dried

peafc. But, 1 pray you, let none of your people fxir me ^

I have an expofition of fleep come upon me.

^een. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms-

Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away.

So doth the woodbine, the fweet honey-fuckle.

Gently entwift,—the female ivy fo

Enriijgs the barky fingers of the elm.

O, how I love thee ! how I dote on thee !

O'&'^^O'^ advances. Enter "PilCK,

Ob. Welcome, good Robin. Seeft thou this fwecj>

fight r

"

Her dotage now I do begin to pity.

For meeting her of late, behind the wood.

Seeking fweet favours for this hateful fool,

I did upbraid her, and fall out with her :

For fhe his hairy temples then had rounded

With coronet of frefh and fragrant flowers
;

And that fame dew, which fometime on the bud$

Was wont to fvvell, like round and orient pearls'.

Stood now within the pretty flowret's eyes.

Like tears, that did their own difgrace bewail.

When I had, at my pleafure, taunted her.

And fhe, in mild teims, begg'd my patience,

I then did aflc of her her change! -ng cnild
;

Which ftraight Ihe gave nie, and her fairy fent

To bear him to my bower in fairy land.

And, now I have the boy, I will undo

This hateful imperfedion of her eyes.

And, gentle Pack, take thi; tiansformed fcalp

from off the head oi the Athenian fwain
\

TM ,
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That he, awaking when the others do.

May all to Athens back again repair
^

And think no more of this night's accidents,

But as the fierce vexation of a dream.

But firft I will releafe the fairy queen ;

Be, as thou waft wont to be

;

[Touching her Eyes wi^h an HerK
See, as thou waft wont to fee :

Dian's bud o er Cupid's flower

Hath fuch force and bleffed power.-—

Now, my Titania ; wake you, my fweet queen.

^ecn. My Oberon ! what vifions have I feen !

Methought I was enamour'd of an afs,

Ob. There lies your love.

^ueen. How came thefe things to pafs?

Oh, how mine eye doth loathe his vifage now!
OL Silence, awhile.—-Robin, take off this head.—

Titania, mufic call ; and ftrike more dead

Than common fleep, of all thefe five the fenfe.

^een. Mufic, ho! mufic 1 fuch as charmeth fleep.

Fuck. When thou wak'ft, with thine own fool's eyes

peep.

Oh. Sound, mufic. [*y////wz///f.] Come, my queen, take

hands with me,

And rock the ground whereon thefe fleepers be.

Now thou and I are new in amity

;

And will, to-morrow midnight, folemnly

Dance in duke Thefeus' houfe triumphantly,

And blefs it to all fair pofterity

:

There ftiall thefe pairs of faithful lovers be

Wedded, with Thefeus, all in jollity.

Fuck. Fairy king, attend, and mark ;

I do hear the morning lark.

OL Then, my queen, in filence fad.

Trip we after the night's fliade

:

We the globe can compafs foon,

Swifter than the wand'ring moon.
^ueen. Come, my lord ; and in our flight,^

Tell
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Tell me how it came this night,

That I fleeping here was found,

With thefe mortals, on the ground. [^Exeunt,

\JVind Horns within,

£nter Theseus, Egeus, Hippolita, and Train,

The. Go, one of you, find out the forefter \

For now our obfervation is perform'd :

And fince v/e have the vaward of the day.

My love fhall hear the mufic of my hounds,

—

Uncouple in the weitern valley
\
go :

—

Difpatch, I fay, and find the forefter.

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top,

And mark the mufical confufion

Of hounds and echo in conjunction.

Hip. I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once.

When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear -

With hounds of Sparta ; never did I hear

Such gallant chiding ; for, befides the groves,

The Ikies, the fountains, every region near

Seem'd all one mutual cry : I never heard

So mufical a difcord, fuch fweet thunder.

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind.

So fiew'd, fo fanded, and their heads are hung
With cars that fweep away the morning dew ;

Crook-knee 'd, and dew-lap'd like Theifalian bulls
\

Slow in purfuit, but match'd in mouth like bells.

Each under each. A cry more tuneable

Was never halloo'd to, nor cheer'd with horn.

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in TheiTaly

:

Judge, when you hear.—But, foft ! what nymphs are
thefe ?

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here afleep ;

And this Lyfander ; this Demetrius is ;

This Helena, old Nedar's Helena

:

I wonder at their being here together.

The. No doubt, they rofe up early, to obfervc
The rite of May ; and, hearing our intent.

Came here in grace of our folemnity.

—

But, fpeak, Egeus ; is not this the day

That
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That Hermia fhould give anfwer of her choice ?

Ege. It is, my lord.

The. Go, bid the huntfmen wake them with , their

horns.

Horns y and Shout 'within ; Demetrius, Lysander,
'Hermia, ««^ Helena, wake andftart up.

The. Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is paft
^

Begin thefe wood- birds but to couple now ?

Iji/. Pardon, my lord. [r%' a// to^/ /o Theseus,
The. I pray you all, itand up.

I know you two are rival enemies ;

How comes this gentle concord in the world,

That hatred is fo far from jealoufy.

To fleep by hate, and fear no enmity ?

LyJ. My lord, I Tiiall reply amazedly.

Half 'fleep, hall waking : But, as yet, I fwear,

I cannot truly fay how I came here :

But, as I think (for truly would I fpeak,

—

And now I do bethink me, fo it is)
;

I came with Hermia hither : our intent

Was, to be gone from Athens, where we might be

Without the peril of the Athenian law.

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord
;
you have enough ^

I beg the law, the law, upon his head.

—

They would have itol'n away, they would, Demetrius,
Thereby t@ have defeated you and me :

You, of your wife ; and me, of my confent

;

Of my confent that fhe Ihould be your wife.

Dem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their flealth,

Of this their purpofe hither to this wood
\

And I, in fury hither, followed them
;

Fair Helena in fancy following me.
But, my good lord, I wot not by what power
(But by fome power it is) my love to Hermia,
Melted as is the fnow, feems to me now
As the remembrance of an idle gawd.
Which in my childhood I did doat upon :

And all the faith, the virtue of my heart.

The objed and the pleafure of mine eye,

"Is
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Is only Helena. To her, my lord.

Was I betroth'd ere I faw Hermia

:

But, like a ficknefs, did I loathe this food :

But, as in health, come to my natural taftc.

Now do I wiih it, love it, long for it.

And wiii for evermore be true to it.

The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met ;

Of this difcourfe v/e fhall hear more anon»-^

Egeus, I will ever- bear your will
;

For in the temple, by and by with us,

Thefe couples fiiall eternally be knit.

And, for the morning now is fomething worn.

Our purpos'd hunting fhall be fet afide.

—

Away, with us, to Athens : Three and three.

We'll hold a feaft in great folemnity.

—

Come, Hippolita. \Exeunt The. Hip. and Tra'tru

Dem. Thefe things feem fmall, and undiftinguifhable,

JLike far-oiF mountains turned into clouds.

Her. Methinks, I fee thefe things with parted eye.

When every thing feems double.

Hel. So methinks :

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel.

Mine own, and not mine own.

Dem. Are you fure

That we are awake r—it feems to me.

That yet we Heep, we dream—Do not you think.

The duke was here, and bid us follow him ?

Her, Yea ; and my father,

Hel. And Hippolita.

Lyf. And he did hid us follow to the temple.

Dem. Why then, we are awake ; let's follow him
;

And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. \_Exeunt^

As they go out, BoTTOM awakes.

Bot. When my cue comes, call me, and I will anfwer :

.=—my next is, Mojifair Pyramus Hey, ho !

—

Peter

Quince! Flute, the bellows-mender ! Snout, the tinker?

Starveling! God's my life! ftoln hence, and left me
afleep 1 I have had a mod rare vifion. I have had a

^ream,—paft the wit of man to fay what dream it was :
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Man is but an afs, if he go about to expound this dream*

Methought I was—there is no man can tell what. Me-
thought I was, and methought I had—But man is but a

patch'd fool, if he will offer to fay what methought I

had. The eye of man hath not heard, the car of man
hath not feen ; man's hand is not able to tafte, his tongue

to conceive, nor his heart to report, what my dream was.

1 will get Peter Qiiince to write a ballad of this dream :

it (hall be call'd Bottom's Dream, becaufe it hath no

bottom ; and I will fmg it in the latter end of a play,

before the duke : Peradventure, to make it the more gra-

cious, I ihall fmg it at her death. [_Exil.

SCENE II.

Athens, Quince's Houfe. Enter Quince, Flute,
Snout, and Starveling.

^m. Have you fent to Bottom's houfe ? is he come
home yet ?

Star, He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is

tranfported.

Flu. If he come not, then the play is marr'd ; It goes

not forward, doth it ?

^in. It is not poflible : you have not a man in all

Athens, able to difcharge Pyramus, but' he.

Flu. No ; he hath fimply the beft wit of any handy-

craft-man in Athens.

^uin. Yea, and the beft perfon too : and he is a very

paramour, for a fweet voice.

Flu. You mull fay, paragon : a paramour is, God
blefs us ! a thing of nought.

Enter Snug,

Snug. Mafters, the duke is coming from the temple,
and there is two or three lords and ladies more married

:

if our fport had gone forward, we had all been made
men.

Flu. O fweet bully Bottom! Thus hath he loft fix-

pence a-day during his life ; he could not have 'fcap'd

fix-pencG
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fix-pence a-day : an the duke had not given him fix-periee

a-day for playing Pyramus, I'll be hang'd : he would
have deferv'd it : fix-pence a-day, in Pyramus, or no-
thing.

Enter BoTTOMi

Bof. Where are thefe lads ? where are thefe hearts ?

^in. Bottom ! C) mod courageous day ! O moft happy-

hour!

Bot. Mafters, I am to difcourfe wonders : but afk mc
not what ; for, if I tell you, I am no triie Athenian. I

will tell you every thing, right as it fell out.

^in. Let us hear, fweet Bottom*

Bot, Not a word of me. All that I will tell you, isj

that the duke hath dined : Get your apparel together

;

good firings to your beards, new ribbons to your pumps ;

meet prefently at the palace ; every man look o'er his

part ; for, the fliort and the long is, our play is preferr'd.

In any cafe, let Thifby have clean linen ; and let not

him, that plays the lion, pare his nails, for they fhall

hang out for the lion's claws. And, moft dear a^lors,

eat no onions, nor garlick, for we are to utter fweet

breath^; and I do not doubt but to hear them fay, it is a

fweet comedy. No more words ; away
; go, away.

\_Exeunt*

A C T V.

SCENE I. The Palace,

Enter Theseus, Hippolita, Eoeus, PHiLOSTRATEi.
Lords, &c,

Hippolita,

'T I s ftrange, my Thefeus, that thefe lovers fpeak of*

The. More ftrange than true. I never may believe

Thefe antique fables, nor thefe fairy toys«

Lovers and madmen, have fuch feething brains.

Such (haping fantafies, that apprehend

More than cool reafon ever comprehends.
The
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The lunatic, the lover, and the poet,

Are of imagination ail compa6l :

One fees more devils than vaft hell can hold ;

That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantic.

Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt

:

The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven

;

And, as imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen

Turns them to (hapes, and gives to airy nothing

A local habitation, and a name.

Such tricks hath ftrong imagination
;

That, if it would but apprehend fome joy.

It comprehends fome bringcr of that joy ;

Or, in the night, imagining fome fear,

How eafy is a bulli fuppos'd a bear ?

Hip, But all the ftory of the night told over.

And all their minds transfigur'd ^o together.

More witneffeth than fancy's images.

And grows to fomething of great conftancy

;

But, howfoever, ftrange and admirable.

Enter Lysander, Demetrius, Hermia, andH^^
LENA.

The, Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth.—
Joy, gentle friends! joy, and frefh days of love,

Accompany your hearts

!

Lyf. More than to us
'

Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bed!
JTje. Come now ! what maiks, what dances {hall we

have.

To wear away this long age of three hours,

Between our after-fupper, and bed-time ?

Where is our ufual manager of mirth ?

What revels are in hand ? Is there no play
To eafe the anguilh of a torturing hour i

Call Philoftrate.

Phil. Here, mighty Thefeus.
The. Say, what abridgment have you for this evening }

What malk ? what mufic ? How ihall we beguile

Th€
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^he lazy time, if not with fome delight ?

Phikji. There is a brief, how many fports are rlp6;

Make choice of which your highnefs will fee firft.

[Giving a Papers

The. reads,'] The battle of the Centaurs y to heJung by an^

Athenian eunuch to the harp.

We'll none of that : that I have told my love>

In glory of my kinfman Hercules i

The riot of the tipfy Bacchanals

y

Tearing the Thracianfinger in their rage-.

*rhat is an old device ; and it was play'd

When I from Thebes came laft a conqueror;

The thrice three Mujes mourningfor the death

Of Learning—late deceased in beggary.

That is fome fatire, keen, and critical.

Not fuiting with a nuptial ceremony*

A tedious brieffcene ofyoung Pyramus,
And his love Thifhe } very tragical mirth.

Merry and tragical r Tedious and brief ? -

That is, hot ice, and wonderous ftrange fnow.

How fhall we find the concord of this difcord ?

Philofi>, A play there is, my lord, fome ten words long;

Which is as brief as I have known a play ;

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long

;

Which makes it tedious : for in all the play

There is not one word apt, one player fitted*

And tragical, my noble lord, it is

;

For Pyramus therein doth kill himfelf;

Which, when I faw rehears'd, I muft confefs.

Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears

The palfion of loud laughter never fhed.

The. What are they that do play it ?

Philoji. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens here:^

Which never labour'd in their minds 'till now ;

And now have toil'd their unbreath'd memories

With this fame play, againlf your nuptial.

The. And we will hear it.

Philofi. No, my noble lord.

It is not for you : I have heard it over.

And it is nothing, nothing in the world :

Unle0
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IJnlefs you can find fport in their intents,

Extremely rtre:ch'd, and conn'd with cruel pain>

To do you fervice.

Tht. I will hear that play

:

For never any thing can be amifs,

When fimplenefs and duty tender it.

Go, bring them in
\
—and take your places, ladies.

\_Exit Phi LOST.
Hip. I love not to fee wretchednefs o'ercharg'd.

And duty in his fervice perilhing.

The. Why, gentle fweet, you fhall fee no fuch thing.

Hip, He fays, they can do nothing in this kind.

The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothings

Our fport fhall be, to take what they miftake :

And what poor duty cannot do.

Noble refpe6t takes it in might, not merit.

Wher z I have come, great clerks have purpofed
To greet me with premeditated welcomes

;

Where 1 have feen them fhiver, and look pale_>

Make periods in the rUidft of fentences,

Throttle their pra^tis'd accents in their fears.

And, in conclufion, dumbly have broke off.

Not paying me a welcome : truft me, fweet.

Out of this filence, yet I pick'd a welcome ;

And, in the modefty of fearful duty,

I read as much, as from the rattling tohgu^B

Of fancy and audacious eloquence.

Love, therefore, and tongue-ty'd fimplicity,

In leaft, fpeak moft, to my capacity.

Enter Philostrate.

PhiJofl. So pleafe your grace, the prologue is addreft.

The, Let him approach. ^[_FlQur. Trum»

Enter tht Prohgui,

l^rOt lf%ve offend^ it is with our good-will.

That you Jhould think we come not to offend

,

But with good-will. ToJhew ourfimpleJkill

,

%['hitt is thf. trti§^ heginning of §ur end,

. F, Qsnfidej,
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Confidcr therty we come, hut in dcjplte,

PVe do not come a\ 'minding to content you

y

Our true intent is. Allfor y-jur delight y

IVe are not here, "l hat you jh?uld here repent you.

The aStors are at hand: and by their JheiVy

Tqu jhall know all that you are like to knoiv.

The. This fellow doth not (land upon points.

Lyf. He hath rid iiis prologue >• like a rough colt ; he
knows nDt the itop. A good moral, my lord ; It is not

enough to fpeak, but to fpeak true.

H.p. Indeed he hath play'd on this prologue, like a

child on a recorder ; a found, but not in government.

The. His fpeech was like a tangled chain \ nothing irn-

pair'd, but all difordered. Who is next r

Enter Pyramus^77JThisbe, Wall, Moonshine, ^«^

Lion, as in dumb Show.

Pro]. ** Gentles, perchance, you wonder at this fliow >

*' But wonder on, till truth make all things plain.
** This man is Pyramus, if you would know

;

** This beauteous hdy Tnifby is, certain.
** This man, with lime and rough-ca'd, doth prefent

^' Wall, that vile wall which did thefe lovers funder :

'* And through wall's chink, poor fouls, they are content
** To whifper ; at the which let no man wonder.

** This man, with lanthern, dog, and buPn of thorn,
** Prefenteth nioon(hine : for, if you will know,

*^ By moonfhine did thefe lovers think no fcorn
** To meet at Ninus' tomb, there, there to woo.

•* This grifly bead, which by name lion hight,
" i he trufty Thifby, coming firft by night,
** Did fcare away, or rather did affright:
** And as ilie fled, her mantle ihe let fall ; •

*' Which lion vile with bloody mouth did flain :

*^ Anon comes Pyramus,. fweet youth and tall,

'' And finds. his truily Thifby 's mantle flain :

" Whereat, with 'blade, with bloody blameful blade,. .

'' He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody breaft
;

** And Thifby, tarrying in mulberry Ihade',

" tils dagger drew, and died.—For all the reft, '

, " ** Let
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''^ Let Hon, moonfliine, wall, and lovers twain,
^^

" At large difcourie, while here they do remain.
^

[_Exeunt all but Wall.

The. I wonder if the lion be to fpeak.

Dem. ^^o wonder, my lord : one lion may, when many

afles do.

fValU " In this fame interlude, it doth befall,

** That I, one Snout by name, prefent a wall

:

*' And fuch a wall, as I would have you think,

«* That had in it a cranny'd hole, or chink,

*' Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thi%,
** Did vvhifper often very fecretly.

** This lome, this rough-cart, and this (lone, doth fheW

** That 1 am that fame wall ; the truth is fo :

** And this the cranny is, right and fmider,

«' Throur^h which the feartul lovers are to whifper."

The. Would you defire lime and hair to fpeak better ?

Dem. It is the wittieit partition that ever 1 heard dif-

courfe, my lord.

r/'f. Pyramus draws near the wall—filence 1

£;z/£'r Pyramus.

Fyr. " O grim-look'd night 1 O night with hue fo

** black 1

' ** O night, v/hich ever art, w^hen day is not

!

«' O night 1 O night! alack, alack, alack 1

" I fear my Thifby's promife is forgot 1— i. .

** And thou, O wall ! O fweet, O lovely wall

!

" That ftands between her father's ground and mine y-

*' Thou wall ! O wall ! O fweet and lovely wall

!

** Shev/ me thy chink to blink through with mine eyne.

«* Thanks, courteous wall ! Jove fhield thee well for this ?

^* But what fee I r No Thiiby do I fee.

'»' O wicked wall, through whom I fee no blifs ;

" Curft be thy (lones^for thus deceiving me!"

The. The wall, methinks, being fenfible, fhould curfe

again.

Pyr. No, in truth, Sir, he fliould not. Deceiving me,

is Thifby's cue \ ilie is to enter now, and I am to fpy her

F 2 through
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through the wall. You fhall fee, it will fall pat as I told

you :—Yonder fhe comes.

Enter Thisbz,

Thif. " O wall, full often haft thou heard my moanSj
** For parting my fair Pyramus and me :

** My cherry lips have often kifs'd thy ftones :

** Thy ftones with lime and hair knit up in thee.'*

Pyr. " I fee a voice : now will I to the chink,
** To fpy an I can hear my Thifljy's face.

*' Thilhy
!"

Thif. " My love ! thou art my love, I think."

Pyr. " Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace ;

** And like Limander am I trufty ftill."

nif, " And I like Helen, till the fates me kill."

Pyr, " Not Shafalus to Procrus was fo true/'

Thif. «* As Shafalus to Procrus, I to yon."

Pyr, " O, kifs me through the hole of this vile wall.'*

Thif. " I kifs the wall's hole, not your lips at all."

Pyr, " Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me ftraight-

" way?"
57;//. " Tide life, tide death, I come without delay."

fFall. ** Thus have I, v/all, my part difcharged fo ;

" And, being done, thus wall avvay doth go."

[^Exeunt Wall, Pyramus, ^?«^Thisbe.
The, Now is the mural down between the two neigh-

bours.

Detn, No remedy, my lord, when walls are fo wilful to

hear whithout warning.

Hip. This is the fillieft ftufFthat ever I heard.

The. The beft in this kind are but fhadows : and the

worft are no v/orfe, if imagination amend them.

Hip, It muft be your imagination then, and not theirs.

The. If we imagine no worfe of them, than they of

themfelves, they may pafs for excellent men. Here eome
two noble beafts in, a moon and a lion.

Enter Lion and Moonshine.

Lion, ** You, ladies, you, whofe gentle hearts do fear

** The fmalleft monftrous moufe that creeps on floor,

«* Ma/
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^* May now, perchance, both quake and tremble here,

** When lion rough in wildeft rage doth roar,

** Then know, that I, as Snug the joiner, am
** A lion fell, nor elfe no lion's dam :

** For if I fhould as lion come in ftrife

" Into this place, 'twere pity on my life."

The, A very gentle bealt, and of a good confcience.

Dem. The very beft at a beaft, my lord, that e'er I faw.

LyJ, This lion is a very fox for his valour.

The, True ; and a goofe for his difcretion.

Dem, Not fo, my lord : for his valour cannot carry his

difcretion ; and the fox carries the goofe.

The, His difcretion, I am fure, cannot carry his valour;

for the goofe carries not the fox. It is well ; leave it to

his difcretion, and let us liften to the moon.
Moon. " This lantern doth the horned moon prefent

;"

Dem, He fhould have worn the horns on his head.

The, He is no crefcent, and his horns are invifible

within the circumference.

Mom. " This lantern doth the horned moon prefent

;

•* Myfelf the man i'the moon do feem to be."

The, This is the greateft error of all the reft ; theman
fhould be put into the lantern : How is it elfe the man
i'the moon ?

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle ; for you
fee it is already in fnufF.

Hip, I am weary of this moon; Would he would
change I

The, It appears, by his fmall light of difcretion, that

he is in the wane ; but yet, in courtefy, in all reafon, we
jnuft ftay the time.

LyJ. Proceed, moon.
Moon. " All that I have to fay, is to tell you, that the Ian-

** tern is;the moon ; I,:the man in the moon ; this thorn-
*« bufh, my thorn-bufh ; and this dog, my dog."

De7n. Why, all thefc fhould be in^the lantern ; for they

are in the moon. But, filence ; here comes Thifoe.

Enter Thisbe.

Tht. ** This is old Ninny's tomb : Where is my lover"

Lion. ** Oh

—

' [The Lion roars. Thisbe runs off,

F X Dem,
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Dcni. Well roar'd, lion.

The. Well run, Thifbe.

Hip, Well flione, moon.—Truly, the moon {liiiics

with a good grace.

The. Well mous'd, lion.

Dem. And then c'ame Pyramus.

Lyf. And fo the lion vanilh'd.

£///^r Pyramus,

Pyr. *' Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy funny beams

;

*' I thank thee, moon, for (Iiining 'now fo bright :

«* For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering ftreams,

** I truft to tafle of trued Thifby's fight,

" But ilay ;—O fpight

!

" But mark ;—Poor knight,
** What dreadful dole is here i

** Eyes, do you fee?

*' How can it be ? '

** O dainty duck ! () dear!

" Thy mantle good,
*' What, flain'd with blood t

<* Approach, ye furies fell!

" O fates ! come, come
;

*' Cut thread and thrum ;

** Quail, cruih, conclude, and quell
!"

The. This pailion, and the death of a dear friend,

would go near to make a man look fad.

Hip. Befhrew my heart, but i pity the man.
Pyr. '* O, wherefore, nature, didlt thou lions frame ?

" Since lion vile hath here deftroyed my dear

:

?* Which is—no, no—which was the faireft dame,
*' That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd with

** cheer.
*' Come tears, confound

;

" Out fv:ord, and wound
*• The pap of Pyramus :

" Ay, that left pap,
" Where heart doth hop :—

«' Thus die I, thus, thus, thus !

*' Now am I dead,
*-: Now am I lied j

-' My
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" My foul is in thq fky :

" Tongue, lofe thy light

!

*' Moon, take thy fliglit

!

*• Now, die, die, die, die, die 1"

[^Dies. Exit Moonshine.
cVejn. No die, but an ace, for him ; for he is but one.

Lyf, Lefs than an ace, man ; for he is dead ; he is no-

thing.

The. With the help of a furgeon he might yet recover,

and prove an afs.
^

Hip. How chance the moonfhine is gone, before Thifoe

comes back and finds her lover ?

The, She will ^nd him by ftar-light.—

-

Enter This be.

Here fhe comes, and her pafiion ends the play.

Hip. Methinks, Ihe Ihould not \\k a long one for fuch

a Pyramus : I hope ihc will be brief.

iDem. A moth will turn the balance, which Pyramus,
which Thifbe, is the better.

Lyf. She hath fpied him already, with thofe fweet eyes.

Dem. And thus fhe moans, videlicet.

'1 hif. " Aiieep, my love ?

" What, dead, my dove ?

** O Pyramus, arife !

** Speak, fpeak ! Quite dumb ?

'' Dead, dead ! A tomb

^ .'* Muft cover thy fweet eyes.

*' Thefe lily brows,
** This cherry nofe,

** Thefe yellow cowilip cheeks,
** Are gone, are gone !

" Lovers, make moan !

** His eyes are green as leeks.

" O filters three,

" CoiTie, come, to me, n

^* With hands as pale as milk
;

** Lay them in gore,
" Since you have {hore

«* With fhears his thread of filk 1

F 4 ** Tongtie,
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** Tongue, not a word :

—

'* Come, trufty fword
;

" Come, blade, my breaft imbrue

:

" And farewel, friends ^

—

** Thus Thifby ei^ds :

" Adieu, adieu, adieu !" {Die^
The, Moonihine and lion are left to bury the dead.
Dem. Ay, and wall too.

Bot. No, I alfure- you ; the wall is down that parted
their fathers. Will it pleafe you to hear the epilogue, or
to hear a Bergomafk dance between two of our company ?

The, No epilogue, 1 pray you ; for your play needs no
cxcufe. Never excufe ; for when the players are all

dead, there need none to be blamed. Marry, if he that

writ it had ph^yed Pyramus, and hang'd him'felf in Thif-
be's garter, it v/ould have been a fine tragedy : and fo it-^

is, truly
; and very notably difcharg'd. But come, your

EejgomalK : let your epilogue alone.

[Here a Dance of Clowns,

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve

;

Lovers, to bed ; 'tis alrnoft fairy time.

I fear, we fhall out-fleep the coming morn.
As much as we this night have overwatch'd.

This palpable-grofs play hath well beguil'd

The heavy gait of night.—Sweet friends, to bed*—

>

A fortnight hold we this folemnity.

In nightly revels, and new jollity. [Exeunt^

SCENE II.

Enter PucK.

Puck. Now the hungry lion roars.

And the wolf beholds the moon ;

Whilft the heavy ploughman fnores.

All with weary talk fordone*

Now the wafted brands do glow,
Whilft the fcritch-owl, fcritching loud.

Puts the wretch, that lies in woe,
In remembFance of a fhroud.

Now
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Now it is the time of night,

That the graves, all gaping wide.

Every one lets forth his fpright,

In the church-vsray paths to glide v

Artd we, fairies, that do run

By the triple Hecat's team.

From the preCence of the fun.

Following darknefs like a dream.

Now are frolick ; not a moufe

Shall difturb this hallow'd houfe :

I am fent, v^ith broom, before,

To fweep the duft behind the door.

Enter King and ^een of Fairies ^ with their Train,

Ob. Through this houfe give glimmering light>

By the dead and drowfy fire

:

Every elf, and fairy fprite.

Hop as light as bird from brier

;

And this ditty, after me.
Sing and dance it trippingly.

Tit. Firft, rehearfe this fong by rote

:

To each word a warbling note.

Hand in hand, with fairy grace.

Will we fing, and blefs this place.

Song and Dance.

Ob. Now, until the break of day,

Through this houfe each fairy ftray.

To the beft bride-bed will we.

Which by us fhall bleOed be ^

And the iflue there create.

Ever fhall be fortunate.

So fhall all the couples three

Ever true in loving be :

And the blots of nature's hand

Shall not in their ilTue fland ;

Never mole, hare-lip, nor fear,

Nor mark prodigious, fuch as are

Defpifed in nativity.

Shall upon their children be.

—

With
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With this field-dew confecrate,
'

Every fairy take his gate
;

And each feveral chamber blefs,

Through this palace, with fv/eet peace :

Ever fhall it fafely reft,

And the owner of it bled.

Trip away
;

Make Ro liay
;

Meet me all by break of day.

\_Exeunt King, ^een, and Train,

Puck, . If we Jhadows have offended

,

Think but this (and all is mendedJ,
That you have But jlumberd here.

While tkeje vlfions did appear.

And this weak and idle theme.

No more yielding but a dream.

Gentles, do~ not reprehend ;

Ifyou pardon, we will mend.

And, as Vm an honeft Puck,

If we have unearned luck

Now to fcape theferpent's tongue,

We will make amends erf long

:

Elfe the Puck a liar call.

So, gosd night unto you all.

Give me your hands, ifzve befriends,

And Robin Jhdll rejiore amende. ^Extt,

THE END.
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t 3 3

COMEDY OF ERRORS,

A C t I.

SCENE I. The Duke's Palaa.

Enter the Duke of Ephefus^^ ^geon. Jailer^ andJitendanU^

Mgeorio

PROCEED, Solinus, to procure my fall,

And, by the doom of death, end woes and alL

Duke. Merchant of Syracufe, plead no more j

1 am not partial to infringe our laws

:

The enmity and difcord which of late

Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen,—
Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives,

Have feal'd his rigorous ftatutes with their bloodsj^-^

Excludes all pity from our threat'ning looks.

For, {ince the mortal and inteftine jars

'Twixt thy feditious countrymen and us>

It hath in folemn fynods been decreed.

Both by the Syracufans and ourfelves.

To admit no traffic to our adverfe towns :

Nay more. If any, born at Ephefus,

Be feen at Syracufan marts and fairs.

Again, If any, Syracufan born,

Come to the bay of Ephefus, he dies^

His goods conmcate to the duke's difpofe^

A z Uniefs
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Unlefs a thoufand marks be levied

To quit the penalty and to ranfom him.

Thy fubflance, valu'd at the higheft rate.

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks

;

Therefore, by lav/, thou art condemn'd to die.

Mgeon, Yet this my comfort j when your Words ar$

done,

My woes end likewife with the evening fun.

Dule. Well, Syracufan, fay, in brief, the caufe

Why thou departedft from thy native home j

And for what caufe thou cam'ft to Ephefus.

JEgeon, A heavier tafk could not have been impos'd

Than I to fpeak my griefs unfpeakable :

Yet, that the world may witnefs that my end

Was wrought by nature, not by vile oltence,

I'll utter what my forrow gives me leave.

In Syracufa was I born : and wed
Unto a woman, happy but for me.

And by me too, had not our hap been bad.

With her I liv'd in joy; our wealth increas'd^

By profperous voyages I often m.ade

To Epidamnum, till my factor's death

;

And hcj great care of goods at random left.

Drew me from kind embracements of my fpoufe

:

From whom my abfence was not fix months old^

Before herfelf (almoft at famting, under

The pleafmg punifhment that women bear)

Had made provifion for her following me,

And foon, and fafe, arrived where I was.

There (be had not been long but fhe became

A joyful mother of two goodly fons ;

And, which was ftrange, the one fo like the other^

As could not be diftinguiih'd but by names.

That very hour, and in the felf-fame inn,

A poor mean woman was delivered

Of fuch a burden, male twins, both alike :

Thofe, for their parents were exceeding poor^

I bought, and brought up to attend my fons.

My wife, not meanly proud of two fuch boys,

Made daily motions for our home return;

Unwilling 1 a2;r€ed \ alas, too foon.-
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We came aboard

:

A league from Epidamnum had we fail'd

Before the always-wind-obeying deep

Gave any tragic inftance of our harm :

But longer did we not retain much hope

;

For what obfcured light the heavens did grant

Did but convey unto our fearful minds

A doubtful warrant of immediate death

;

Which, though myfelf would gladly have embrac'd,

Yet the incsfiant weepings of my wife,

Weeping before for what flie faw mull come,

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes,

That mourn'd for fashion, ignorant what to fear,

Forc'd me to feek delays for them and me.

And this it v/as,—for other means were none.—-

The failors fought for fafety by our boat,

And left the (hip, then fmking-ripe, to us

:

My wife, more careful for the latter-born.

Had faften'd him unto a fmall fpare mail".

Such as fea-faring men provide for flrorms

;

To him one of the other twins was bound,

Whil'ft I had been like heedful of the other*

The children thus difpos'd, my wife and I,

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix'd,

paften'd Ourfelves at either end the maft

;

And floating ftraight, obedient to the ftream,

Were carry'd towards Corinth as we thought.

At length the fun, gazing upon the earth,

Difpers'd thofe vapours that offended us s

And, by the benefit of his wifti'd light.

The feas wax'd calm, and we difcovered

Two (hips from far making amain to us,

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this :

But ere they came,—Oh, let me fay no more !

Gather the fequel by that went before.

Duke, Nay, forward, old man, do not break ofF fo;

For we may pity though not pardon thee.

Mgeon, Oh, had the gods done fo, I had not now
Worthily term'd them mercilefs to us !

For, ere the fhips could meet by twice five leagues,

We were encountred by a mightyrocks
A3 Which
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Which being violently borne upon,
Our helpful ihip was fplitted in the midll.
So that, in this unjuft divorce of us,
Fortune had left to both of us alike
What to delight in, what to ibrrow for.

Her part, poor foul ! feeinin. as burdened
With lefTer weignt, but not with leffer woe,
Was carry'd wi:h more {peQo. before the wind

5

And in our fight they tnree were taken up
By fifhermen of Corinth, as we thought.
At length, another fhip had feiz'd on us ;

And, knowing whom it was their hap to fave.

Gave helpful welcome to their (hipwreck'd guefls;
And v/ould have reft the ffher of their prey,

Had not their bark been very flow of fail,.

And therefore homeward did they bend their courfe.—

*

Thus have you heard me fever'd from my blifs

;

That by misfortunes was my life prolonged,

To tell fad ftories of my own mifhaps.
Du^^, And, for the fakes of them thou forroweft for^

Do me the favour to dilate at full

What Hath befali'n of them, and thee, till now.
Mgeon, My youngeft boy, and yet my eldeft care, I :

At eighteen years became inquifitive ?
'

After his brother ; and importun'd me.
That his attendant (for his cafe was like,

Reft of his brcrher, but retain'd his name)
Might bear him company in the queft of him;
Whom whilft I labour'd of a love to fee,

I hazarded the lofs of whom I lov'd.

Five fummers have I fpent in fartheft Greece,
Roaming clean through the bounds of Afia,

And, coafting homeward, came to Ephefus ;

Hopelefs to find, yet loth to leave unfought.
Or that, or any place that harbours men.
But here mufi: end the ftory of my life

;

And happy were I in my timely death,

Could all rny travels warrant me they live.

Duke Hap] els ^geon, whom the fates have mark'd
To bear the extremity of dire miihap !

I^ ow, trufl me, were it not againll: our laws,

Againft
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Agairjil my crown, my oath, my dignity,

Which princes, .^-ould they, may not difannul,

My foul Ino ]J fue as advocate for thee.

But, though thou art adjudged to the death.

And pallid ientence may not be recall'd.

But to our honour's great difparagement,

• Yet will I favour thee in what I can;

Therefore, merchant, I'll limit thee this day,

To feek thy help by beneficial help :

Try all the friends thou haft in Ephefus;

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the fum,

And live ; if not, then thou art doom'd to die :—

^

Jailer, take him to thy cuftody. [Exit Duke and Train.

Jail. I will, my lord.

Mgeon. Hopelefs and helplefs doth ^geon wend,
But to procraftinate his livelefs end.

[Exeunt JEgeo^ and Jailer^

SCENE II. Changes to the Street.

Enter Antipholis ofSyraciife^ a Merchant^ and Dromio^

Mer, Therefore give out you are of Epidamnumj
Left that your goods too foon be confifcate.

This very day, a Syracufan merchant
Is apprehended for arrival here ;

And, not being able to buy out his life.

According to the ftatute of the town,
Dies ere the weary fun fet in the weft.

There is your money that I had to keep.

Ant, Go bear it to the Centaur, where we hoft.

And ftay there, Dromio, till I come to thee.

Within this hour it will be dinner-time :

'Till that rii view the manners of the town,
Perufe the traders, gaze upon the buildin8;s,

And then return, and fleep within mine innj

For with long travel I am ftiff and weary.
Get thee away.

Dro. Many a man would take you at your word.
And go Indeed, having {q ^ood a means. [Exit Dromio,-

j^nt, A truftv villain, lir ,• that very oft.

When I am dull with care and melancholy,

^ 4 LightensD
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Lightens my humour with his merry jefts.

What, will you walk with me about the town^
And then go to my inn and dine with me ?

Mer, I am invited, fir, to certain merchants.

Of whom I hope to make much benefit,

I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o'clock,

Pleafe you, I'll meet with you upon the mart.

And afterwards confort you till bed-time;

My prefent bufinefs calls me from you now.
Jnt, Farewel till then ; I will go lofe myfelf.

And wander up and dov.n to view the city

Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own content.

[Exit MerchanU
Ant He that commends me to mine ov/n content,

Commends me to the thi::g I cannot get.

I to the world am like a drop of water
That in the ocean feeks another drop

;

Who, falling there to find hi? fellow forth,

Unfeen, inq lifitive, confounds himfelf:

So I, to find a mother, and a brother,

In queil of them, unhappy, lofe myfelf.

Enter Dromio of Ephefus.

Here comes the almanack of my true date.—
What now ? How chance thou art return'd fo foon ?

E, Dro. Return'd fo foon ! rather approach'd too late:

The capon burns, the pig falls from the fpit;

The clock has ilrucken twelve upon the bell.

My miftrefs made it one upon my cheek:

She is fo hot, becaufe the meat is cold

;

The meat is cold becaufe you come not home

;

You come not home becaufe you have no ftomach y

You have no ftomach having broke your faft

;

But we, that know what 'tis to faft and pray.

Are penitent for your default to-day.

Ant. Stop in your wind, fir : tell me this, I pray.

Where have you left the money that I gave you ?

E, Dro, Oh,—fixpence, that I had o'Wednefday laft

To pay the fadler for my miftrefsj' crupper;—
The fadler had it, fir, I kept It not.

Ant. I am not in afportive humournow;
Tel!
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Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ?

We being ftrangers here, hov/ dar'ft thou truft

So great a charge from thine own cuftody ?

E. Drc. I pray you jeft, fir, as you fit at dinner:

I from my miftrefs come to you in pcft,

If I return, I fhall be pofl indeed,

For (he will fcore your fault upon my pate.

Methinks, your m.av/, like mine, ftiould be your clock,

And ftrike you home without a m.eflenger.

Jnt. Come, Dromio, come, thefe jefls are out of feafon^

Rtferve them till a merrier hour than this :

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee?

E, Dro. To me, fir ? why you gaye no gold to me. .

Jnt, Come on, fir knave, have i^cxiQ your fooiifhnefs.

And tell me hov/ thou haft difpos'd thy charge.

E, Dro, My charge v/as but to fetcn you from the m.art^

Home to your houfe, the Phc^nix, fir, to dinner;

My mailrefs and her fifter fray for you.

jint. Now, as I am a Chriftian, anfwer me.
In what fafe place you have dlfpos'd my money j

Or i fhall break that merry fconce of yours,

That ftands on tricks when I am undifpas'd:

Where are the thoufand marks thou had'ft of me ?

E, Dro. I have fome marks of yours upon my pate,

Somie of my miftrefs's marks upon my Oioulders,

But not a thoufand marks betv/een you both.—
If I ihould pay your worfhip thofe again,

Perchance you v/ill not bear them patiently.

Jnt. Thy miftrefs' marks ! v/hat miftrefs, flave, haft

thou ?

E. Dro. Your worftiip's wife, my miftrefs at the

Phoenix

;

She that doth faft till you come home to dinner.

And prays that you will hie you home to dinner.

Jrit. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my face,

Being forbid ? There, take you that, fir knave.

E. Dro. What mean you, fir ? for God's fake, hold your
hands

;

Nay, an you will not, fir, I'll take my heels.

[^xzV Dromio.
Jn:, Upon my life, by fome device or other.

The
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The villain Is o'er-raught of all my money.

They fay this town is fall of cozenage

;

As nimble jugglers that deceive the eye,

Dark-v/orking forcerers that change the mind,

Soul-killing witches that deform the body,

Difguifed cheaters, prating m.ountebanks.

And many fuch like liberties of fm :

If it prove fo, I will be gone the fooner.

I'll to the Centaur to go feek this flavej

I greatly fear my moHey is not fafe. [Exit,

ACT II.

S C E N E I. The Houfe of AniiphcUs of Ephefus,

Enter Adriana and Luciana.

Adr'iana.

T^TEITHER myhufband nor the flave return'd,

j]^ That in fuch hafte I fent to feek his matter 1

Sure, Luciana, it is two o'clock.

Luc, Perhaps fome merchant hath invited him.

And from the mart he's fomewhere gone to dinner.

Good fifter, let us dine, and never fret

:

A man is mafter of his liberty

;

Time is their mafter; and, when they fee time.

They'll go or come : If fo, be patient, fifter.

Jdr. Why fhouid their liberty than ours be more?

Luc, Becaufe their bufmefs ftill lies out o'door.

Adr, Look, when I ferve him fo, he takes it ill.

Luc, Oh, knov/he is the bridle of your will.

Adr, There's none but aftes v/ill be bi-idled fo.

Luc. Why head-ftrong liberty is lafh'd with v/oe;

There's nothing fituate under heaven's eye.

But hath his bound in earth, in fea, in fky

:

The beafts, the fifties, and the winged fowls,

Are their males' fubjeiSl:, and at their controls :

Men, more divine, the mafters of all thefe.

Lords of the wide world, and wild watry fea?,

Indu'd with intellectual fenfe and fouls,

Of more pre-eminence than iifti and fowls,

Are
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Are maflers to their femaks, and their lords

:

Then let your will attend on their accords.

j^dr. Tiiis fervitiide makes you to keep unwed.

Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed.

jfdr. But, were you wedded, you would bear fome fway*

Luc, Ere I learn love, I'll pradlice to obey.

Jdr. How if your hufband Hart fome other where ?

Luc. 'Till he come home again I would forbear.

Jdr. Patience unmov'd, no m.arvel though fhe paufe ;

They can be meek, that have no other caufc.

A wretched foul, bruis'd with adverfity,

We bid be quiet when we hear it cry;

But were we burden'd with like weight of pain.

As much, or more, we fhould ourfelves complain

:

So thou, that haft no unkind mate to grieve thee,

With urging helplefs padence would'it relieve me

:

But, if thou live to fee like right bereft.

This fool-begg'd patience in thee will be left.

Luc. Well, I will marry one day but to try;

—

Here comes your man, now is your hufband nigh.

Efiter Dromio of Ephefus.

Adr, Say, is your tardy mafter now at hand ?

E. Dro. Nay, he is at two hands v/ith me, and that my
two ears can witnefs.

Jdr, Say, didft thou fpeak with him ? know'ft thou his

niind?

E. Dro. Ay, ay, he told his m.ind upon mine ear

:

Beihrew his hand, I fcarce could underftand it.

Luc. Spake he fo doubtfully thou couldft not feel his

meaning ? :

'

E. Dro. Nay, he ftruck fo plainly, I could too well

feel his- blows ; and withal fo doubtfully, that I could fcarce

underfland them.

Jar. But fay, I prithee, is he coming home ?

It feems he hath great care to pleafs his vi^ife.

E. Dro. VVhy, miftreis, fure my mafter is horn-mad.
jidr. Horn-mad, thou villain ?

E' Dro. I rnegftrrK^t cuckold-mad; but fure he's ftark

mad:
;

.When I defir'd hknto come home to dinner

^ He
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He afkM me for a thoufand marks in gold :

"T/j dinner-time^ quoth I ; lldy gold? quoth he :

Tourmeat doth burn; quoth I; Mj gold? quoth he:

Will you cQ7nef quoth I; ^^ ^(?/:i r' quoth he :

Where is the thoujand marks I gave thee^ villain ?

^The pigy qnothl^ is ,1?urn'd: My gold? quoth he :

My miftrefsy fir^ quoth I : Hang up thy mi/irefs ;

I know not thy mi/irefs ; out on thy mijlrefs !

Luc. Quoth who ?

E. Dro. Quoth my mafter

:

I know^
quoth he, no houfe^ no wife^ no mijlrefs ;—

So that my errand, due unto my tongue,

1 thank him, I bare home upon my Ihoulders

;

For, in conciulion, he did beat me there.

Jdr. Go back again, thou (lave, and fetch him home,

E. Dro. Go back again and be new beaten home ?

For God's fake fend fome other meiTenger.

Adr. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acrofs.

E. Dro. And he will blefs that crofs with other beating

:

Between you 1 fhall have a holy head.

Jdr. Hence, prating peafant ; fetch thy mafter home.

E. Dro. Am I round with 3/ou as you with me,

Tiiat like a foot-ball you do fpurn me thus ?

You fpurn me hence, and he will fpurn me hither:

If Ilaft in this fervice, you muil: cafs me in leather.

[Exit.

Luc. Fve, how impatience lowreth in your face ?

Jdr. His company mufl do his minions grace,

Whiift I at home ftarve for a merry look.

Hath homely age the alluring beauty took

From my poor cheek ? then he hath v.-afted it

:

Are my difcourfss dull ? barren my wit ?

If voluble and fharp difcourfe be marr'd,

Unkindnefs blunts it more than marble hard*

Do their gay veilments his aiFe6i:ions bait ?

Tnat's not my fault, he's mafter of my ftate :

"What ruins are in me than can be found

By him not ruin'd ? then is he the ground

Of my defeatures : My decayed fair

A funny look of his v/culd foon repair

:

But
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But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale.

And feeds from home ; poor I am but his ftale.

Luc. Self-harming jealoufy !—fye, beat it hence.

Adr, Unfeeling fools can with fuch wrongs difpenfe.

I know his eye doth homage other where ;

Or elfe what lets it but he would be here ?

Sifter, you know he promis'd me a chain 3—
Would that alone alone he would detain,

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed

!

I fee the jewel, beft enamelled,

Will lofe his beauty ; and the gold 'bides ftill

That others touch ; yet often touching will

Wear gold : and fo no man, that hath a name,
But falfshood and corruption doth it fliame.

Since that my beauty cannot pleafe his eye, ^
ril weep what's left away, and weeping die. >

Luc, How many fond fools ferve mad jealoufy

!

J
[^ExeunU

SCENE II. The Street,

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe,

Ant, The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up

Safe at the Centaury and the heedful flave

Is wander'd forth in care to feek me out.

By computation, and mine hoft's report,

I could not fpeak with Dromio fince at firfi:

I fent him from the mart: See, here he comes.

Enter Dromio of Syracufe,

How now, fir ? is your merry humour alter'd?

As you love ftrokes, fo jeft with me again.

You know no Centaur ? you received no gold ?

Your miitrefs fent to have me home to dinner?

My houfe was at the Phoenix ? Waft thou mad,

That thus fo madly thou didft anfwer me ?

S, Dro, What anfwer, fir ? when fpake I fuch a word?

Ant. Even now, even here, not half an hour fince.

S, Dro. I did not fee you fince you fent me hence.

Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me.
Ant.
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Ant. Villain, thou didft deny the gold's receipt j

And told'fl me of a miftrefs and a dinner;

For which, I hope, th-u felt'ft I was difpleas'd.

i9. Dro, I am glad to fee you in this merry vein

:

What means this jeft ? I pray you, mafter, tell me.

Ant. Yea, doll thou jeer and flout me in the teeth ?

Think'ft thou, I jeft ? Hold, take thou that, and that.

{^Beats DROMlOd
^. Dro. Hold, fir, for God's fake: now your jeit i*

earned:

:

Upon what bargain do you give it me?
Ant. Becaufe that I fam.iliarly fometimes

Do ufe you for my fool, and chat with you.

Your faucinefs will jeft upon my love,

And make a common of my ferious hours.

When the fun fhines let fooliin gnats make fporf,-

But creep in crannies when he hides his beams.

If you will jeft with me, know my afpecl.

And fafhion your demeanor to my looks.

Or I will beat this method in your fconce.

a9. Dro. Sconce, call you it ? fo you would leave batterings

I had rather have it a head : an you ufe thefe blows long, I

muft get a fconce for my head, and infconce it too, or elfe

I ihall feek my wit in my fhoulders. But, I pray, fir, why
am I beaten ?

Ant. Doft thou not know ?

S. Drc. Nothing, fir; but that I am beaten.

Ant. Shall I tell you why?
S, Dro. Ay, fir, and wherefore ; for, they fay, every Vv^hy

hath a wherefore.

Ant. Why, firft, for flouting me ; and then, wherefore,—

•

For urging it the fecond time to me.

S, Dro. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of

feafon ?

When, in the why, and the wherefore, is neither rhime nor

reafon ?

—

Well, fir, I thank you.

Ant. Thank me, fir? for v/hat?

S. Dro. Marry, fir, for this fomething that you gave me?

for nothing.

Jnt9
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'Jnt, I'll make you amends next, to give you nothing

for fomething. But fay, fir, is it dinner-time ?

S. Dro. No, fir; I think the meat wants that I have.

Ant, In good time, fir, what's that I

S, Dro. Bafting.

Alt, Well, fir, then 'twill be dry.

S. Dro. If it be, fir, pray you eat none of it.

Jnt, Your reafon ?

S. Dro. Left it make you cholerick, and purchafe me
another dry-bafting.

Jni. Well, fir, learn to jeft in good time j there's a time

for all things.

S. Dro. I durft have deny'd that before you were fa

cholerick.

Jnt. By what rule, fir ?

S. Dro. Marry, fir, by a rule as plain as the plain bald

pate of father time himfelf.

Ant, Let's hear it.

5. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his hair

that grows bald by nature.

Ant. May he not do it by fine and recovery ?

S, Dro. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and recover the

loft hair of another man.
Ant, Why is time fuch a niggard of hair, being, as it is,

fo plentiful an excrement ?

S, Dro. Becaufe it is a bleffing that he beftows on beafts

:

and what he hath fcanted men in hair he hath given them
in wit.

Jnt, Why, but there's many a man hath more hair than

wit.

S, Dro, Not a man of thofe but he hath the wit to lofe

his hair.

Ant, Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain dealers

without wit.

S. Dro. The plainer dealer the fooner loft : yet he lofeth

it in a kind of jollity.

Ant. For what reafon ?

S, Dro. For two ; and found ones too.

Ant. Nay, not found, Lpray you.

S.Dro. Sure ones then.

Ant* Nay, not fure in a thing falfing,

S, Drs^
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S. Dro. Certain ones then.

Jnt. Name them.

S. Dro. The one, to fave the money that he fpends iri

tiring ; the other, that at dinner they fhould not drop in

his porridge.

Jnt, You would all this time have prov'd, there is no
time for all things.

5. Dro. Marry, and did, fir ; namely, no time to recover

hair loft by nature.

Jnt. But your rcafon was not fubftantial, why there is

no time to recover.

5. Dro, Thus I mend it : Time himfelf is bald, and

therefore, to the world's end, will have bald followers.

Jnt. I knew 'twould be a bald conclufioa :

But foft ! who wafts us yonder ?

Enter Adriana and Luciana.

Mr, Ay, ay, Antipholis, look ftrange and frown ;

Some other miftrefs hath thy fweet afpedts,

I ain not Adriana, nor thy wife.

The time was once when thou, unurg'd, wouldft vow
That never words were mufick to thine ear,

That never objeil pleafing in thine eye,

That never touch well-welcome to thy hand.

That never meat fv/eet-favour'd in thy tafte,

Unlefs I fpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd to thee«

How comes it now, my hufband, oh, how comes it

That thou art then eftranged from thyfelf ?

Thyfelf I call it, being ftrange to me,

That undividable incorporate,

Am better than thy dear felPs better part*

Ah, do not tear away thyfelf from me

;

For know, my love, as eafy may'ft thou fall

A drop of water in the breaking gulph.

And take unminglcd thence that drop again.

Without addition or diminiftiing.

As take from me thyfelf, and not me too.

How dearly v/ould it touch thee to the quick,

Shouldft thou but hear I were licentious ?

And that this body, confecrate to thee,

By ruffian luft ftiould be contaminate ,?

8 Wouldft
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Wouldft thou not fpit at me, and fpurn at me.
And hurl the name of hufband in my face,

And tear the ftain'd fkin off my harlot-brow,

And from my falfe hand cut the wedding-ring,

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow?
I know thou can'ft ; and therefore, fee thou do it,

I am pofTefs'd with an adulterate blot.

My blood is mingled with the crime of lull

:

For, if we two be one, and thou play falfe^

I do digeft the poifon of thy flefh

Being ftrumpeted by thy contagion.

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed

;

I live diftain'd, thou undifhonoured.

Jnt. Plead you to me, fair dame? I know you not:

In Ephefus I am but two hours old.

As ftrange unto your town as to your talk;

Who, every word by all my wit being fcann'd,

Want wit in all one word to underftand.

Luc, Fye, brother ! how the world is changed with you ;

When were you wont to ufe my lifter thus ?

She fent for you by Dromio home to dinner.

Jnt. By Dromio ?

S. Dro, By me?
Adr, By thee ; and thus thou didft return from him,—

That he did buffet thee ; and, in his blows,
Deny'd my houfe for his, me for his wife.

Ant. Did you converfe, fir, with this gentlewoman ?

What is the courfe and drift of your compact?
S. Dro. I, fir? I never faw her till this time.

Ant, Villain, thou lieft ; for even her very words ^

Didft thou deliver to me on the mart.

S. Dro. I never fpake Vv'ith her in all my life.

Ant. How can fhe thus then call us by our names,
Unlefs it be by infpiration ?

Adr, How ill agrees it with your gravity

To counterfeit thus grofsly with your fiave.

Abetting him to thwart.me in my mood !

Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt.
But wrong not that wrong with' a more contempt.
Come, I will faften on this fleeve of thine :

Thou art an elm, my hufband, I a vine;

B Whofc
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WTiofe weaknefs, marry'd to thy ftronger ftate,

Makes me with thy llrength to communicate ;

If o'J2:ht polTefs thee from me, it is drofs,

Uiurping ivT, briar, or idle mofs ;

Vxlio, ali for want of pruning, with intrufion

Infect thv fap, and live on thy confulion.

. Alt. To me Ihe fpeaks j fhe moves me for her theme

:

What, wa-^ I marr\-'d to her in my dream ?

Or Heep I now, and diink I hear all this ?

^^'hat error drives our eyes and ears amifs ?

Until I know this fure uncertainty,

I'll entertain the favour'd fallacy.

Luc. Dromio, go bid the fer^ants fpread for dinner,

S, Dro. Oh, for ray beads ! I crofs'me for a fmner.

This is the fair}* land;—oh, fpight of fpights !

—

We talk with goblins, owls, and elvifli fprights;

If we obey them not, this will enfue,

They'll fuck our breath, and pinch us black and blue.

Luc, Why pratTr thou to th\ielf, 2.ndi anfwer'ft not ?

Dromio, thou drone, thou (hail, thou Aug, thou fot

!

S. Drc, 1 am transformed, mafter, am I not ?

Jnt, I think thou art in mind, and fo am I.

S. Dro, Nav, mafter, both in m.ind, and in my fhape»

Ani, Thou haft thine own form.

5. Dro. No, I am an ape.

Luc. If thou art chang'd to ought 'tis to an afs.

5. Dro. 'Tis true ; fbe rides m.e, and I long for grafs.

'Tis fo, I am an ofs ; elfe ;t could never be

But I fliould know her as we^l as (he knows me.

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool.

To put the £nger in the eye and weep,

Whilft man and mafter laugh my woes to fcorn.

—

Come, fu-, to dinner; Dromio,' keep the gate :—
Hufband, Til dine above widi you to-day,

And fhrive you of a thouiand idle pranks

;

Sirrah, if any afk you for your mafter.

Say, he dines forth, ana let no creature enter.—

Com.e, fifter: Dromio, play the porter well.

Ant. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell ?

Sleeping or waking? m.ad or well-advis'd?

Known'^umo thefe^ and to myfelf difguis'd I

rii
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I'll fay as they fay, and perfever fo,

And in this mift at all adventures go.

S. Dro. Mafter, fhall I be porter at the gate ?

jidr. Ay, let none enter, left I break your pate.

Luc, Come, come, Antipholis, we dine too late.

[Exeunt,

ACT III.

S C E N E I. The Street before AntipholisV Houfe,

Enter Antipholis of Ephefus^ Dromio cf Ephefus^

Angelo, tf«i Balthazar.

Afitipholis of Ephefus.

GOOD fignior Angelo, you muft excufe us all;

My wife is fhrewifli when T keep not hours

:

Say that I linger'd with you at your Ihop

To fee the making of her carkanet,

And that to-morrow you will bring it home.
But here's a villain that would face me down
He met me on the mart ; and that I beat him,

And charged him with a thoufand marks in gold ;

And that I did deny my wife and houfe :

—

Thou drunkard, thou, what didft thou mean by this ?

E, Dro. Say what you will, fir, but I know what I know

:

That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to fliow

:

If the ikin were parchment, and the blows you gave were ink,

Your own hand-writing would tell you what I think.

E. Ant. I think thou art an afs.

E. Dro. Marry, fo it doth appear

By the wrongs I fufFer, and the blows I bear.

I ihould kick, being kick'd j and, being at that pafs.

You would keep from my heels, and beware of an afs.

E. Ant. You are fad, fignior Balthazar : Pray God, our
cheer

May anfwer my good-will, and your good welcome here.

Bal. I hold your dainties cheap, fir, and your welcome
dear.

E. Ant. Ah, fignior Balthazar, either at fiefh or fifh,

A table-full ofwelcome makes fcarce one daintv- diili.

B 2
'

BaL
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BaL Good meat, fir, is common, that every churl

affords.

E. Ant, And welcome more common ; for that's nothing

but words.

BaL Small cheer and great welcome makes a merry
feaft.

E. Ant. Ay, to a niggardly hoft, and more fparing

gueft:

But though my cates be mean, take them in good part

;

Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart.

But, foft ; my door is lock'd; go bid them let us in.

£. Dro. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, Ginn

!

S. Dro [zuithin] Mome, malt-horfe, capon, coxcomb,
idiot, patch I

Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch :

Doft thou conjure for wenches that thou call'dft for fuch

ftore.

When one is one too many ? go get thee from the door.

E. Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my. mafter

ftays in the ftreet.

S, Dro. Let him walk from whence he came left he

catch cold on's feet.

E. Ant. Who talks within there ? ho ! open the door.

S. Dro. Right, fir, I'll tell you v/hen, an you'll tell me
wherefore.

E. Ant. Wherefore ? for my dinner ; I have not din'd

to-day.

8, Dro. Nor to-day here you muft not j come again

when you may.

E. Ant. What art thou that keep'ft me out from the

houfe I owe ?

S. Dro. The porter for this time, fir, and my name is

Dromio.
E. Dro. O villain, thou hail ftolen both mine office and

my name

;

The one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle blame.

If thou had'ft been Dromio ta-d?-y in m.y place,

Thou would'ft have chang'd thy face for a name, or thy

^lame for an afs.

Luce, [within'} W^hat a coil is there ! Dromio, who
are- thofc at the gate ?

E. Drs.
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E, Dro, Let my mafter in, Luce,

Luce, Faith no ; he comes too late

;

And (o tell your mafter.

E. Dro. O Lord, I muft laugh :—
Have at you with a proverb.— Shall I fet in my ftaff ?

Luce, Have at you with another : that's,—When ? can

you tell ?

S. Dro. If thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou haft

anfvver'd him well.

E, Ant. Do you hear, you minion ? you'll let us in, I

trow ?

Luce. I thought to have afk'd you,

S, Dro, And you faid, no.

E. Dro. So, come, helpj well ftruck; there was blow
for blow.

E, Ant. Thou baggage, let me in.

Luce. Can you tell for whofe fake?

E. Dro, Mafter, knock the door hard.

Luce. Let him knock till it ake.

E, Ant. You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the door
down.

Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of ftocks in th?
town ?

Adr. [within'] Who is that at the door that keeps all

this noife ?

S, Dro, By my troth, yoqr town is troubled with unruly
boys.

E. Ant, Are you there, wife? you might have come
before.

Adr, Your wife, fir knave ! go, get you from the door.

E, Dro. If you went in pain, mafter, this knave would
go fore,

Ang, Here is neither cheer, fir, noj* welcome; we
would fain have either.

Bal. In debating which was beft, we ftiall part with
neither.

E. Dro, They ftand at the door, mafter ; bid them
welcome hither.

E, Ant, There is fomething in the wind that we cannot
get in.

B 3 E. Dro,
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E» Dro. You would fay fo, mafter, if your garment*
were thin.

Your cake here is warm within ; you ftand here in the

cold

:

It would make a man mad as a buck to be fo bought and
fold.

E. Ant. Go, fetch me fomething, I'll break open the

gate.

S, Dro. Break any thing here, and I'll break your knave's

pate.

E* Dro, A man may break a word with you, fir ; and

words are but wind

;

Ay, and break it in your face, fo he break it not behind.

6'. Dro. It feems thou wanteft breaking ; out upon thee,

hind !

E. Dro, Here's too much, out upon thee ! I pray thee

let me in.

5. Dro, Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and fifh have

no fin.

E. Ant, Well, I'll break in ; go borrow me a crow.

E, Dro, A crow without feather; mafter, mean you fo \

For a fifti without a fin, there's a fowl without a feather:

If a crow help us in, firrah, v/e'll pluck acrow together.

E, Ant. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow.

BaL Have patience, fir; oh, let it not be fo;

Herein you war againft your reputation,

And draw within the compafs of fufpe6l

The unviclated honour of your wife.

Once this,*—Your long experience of her wifdom,

Her fober virtue, years, and modefty.

Plead on her part fome caufe to you unknown

;

And doubt not, fir, but fhe will well excufe

Why at this time the doors are made againft you.

Be rul'd by me ; depart in patience.

And let us to the Tyger all to dinner

:

And, about evening, come yourfelf alone.

To know the reafon of this ftrange reftraint»

If by ftrong hand you offer to break in.

Now in the ftirring pafiTage of the day,

A vulgar comment will be made of it;

And
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And that fuppofed by the common rout

Againft your yet ungalled eftimation,

That may with foul intrufion enter in,

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead

:

For flander lives upon fucceflion ;

For ever hous'd where't gets pofleflion.

E. Ant, You have prevailed ; I will depart in quiet.

And, in defpight of mirth, mean to be merry.

I know a wench of excellent difcourfe,-

—

Pretty and witty ; wild, and yet too gentle,

—

There will we dine : this woman that I mean,

My wife (but I proteft without defert)

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal

;

To her will we to dinner.—Get you home,
And fetch the chain ; by this I know 'tis made

:

Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine ;

For there's the houfe ; that chain will I beflow
(Be it for nothing but to fpight my wife)

tjpon mine hoftefs there : good fir, make hafte :

Since my own doors refufe to entertain me,

I'll knock elfewhere, to fee if they'll difdain me.
Ang. I'll meet you at that place fome hour, fir, hence.

E- AnU Do ioy This jeft fhall cofi me fome expence.

[ Exeunt,

SCENE II. The Houfe of AntiphQlis of Ephefus,

Enter Luciana with Antipholis of Syracufe,

Luc, And may it be that you have quite forgot

A hufband's office ? fhall Antipholis hate.

Even in the fpring of love, thy love-fprings rot?

Shall love in building grow fo ruinate?"

If you did wed my fifter for her wealth,

Then, for her wealth's fake, ufe her with more kindnefs

;

Or, if you like elfewhere, do it by ftealth

;

Muffle your falfe love y/ith fome fhew of blindnefs ;

Let not my fifter read it In your eye

;

Be not thy tongue thy own fhame's orator j

Look fweet, fpeak fair, become difloyalty;

Apparel vipe, like vi;tue's harbinger

;

B 4 Bear
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Bear a fair prefence, though your heart be tainted ;

Teach fm the carriage of a holy faint

;

Be fecret falfe ; What need fhe be acquainted ?

What fimple thief brags of his own attaint ?

^Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed.

And let her read it in thy looks at board:

Shame hath a baftard fame, well managed
^

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word.

Alas, poor v/omen 1 make us but believe,

Being compact of credit, that you love us ;

Though others have the arm, fhew us the fleeve

;

We in your motion turn, and you may move us.

Then, gentle brother, get you in again

;

Comfort my fifter, cheer her, call her wife

:

'Tis holy fport, to be a little vain,

When the fweet breath of flattery conquers flrife.

S. Jnt. Sweet miftrefs (what your name is elfe, I know not.

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine)

Lefs, in your knowledge, and your grace, you fhow not

Than our earth's wonder ; more than earth divine.

Teach me, dear creature, how to think and fpeak

;

Lay open to my earthy grofs conceit,

Smother'd in errors, feeble, fhallow, weak,

The folded meaning of your words' decei^.

Againft my foul's pure truth why labour you,

To make it wander in an unknown field ?

Are you a god ? would you create me new ?

Transform me then, and to your power I'll yield.

But if that I am I, then well I know,
Your weeping fifter is no wife of mine,

Nor to her bed no homage do I owe j

Far more, far more, to you do I decline.

Oh, train m^; not, fweet mermaid, with thy note,

To drown me in thy fifter's flood of tears ;

Sing, fyren, for thyfelf, and I will dote :
^

Spread o'er the filver waves thy golden hairs.

And as a bed I'll take thee, and there liej

And, in that glorious fuppofition, think

He gains by death that hath fuch means to die :

—

Let love, being light, be drowned if he fmk !

Luc»
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Luc, What are y.m mad, that you do reafon fo?

S, Ant, Not mad, but mated ; how, I do not know.

J.UC. It is a fault that fpringeth from your eye.
^

5: Ant. For gazing on your beams, fair fun, being by.

Luc. Gaze where you fhould, and that will clear your

fight.

5. Ant, As good to wink, fweet love, as look on night.

Luc. Why call you me, love ? call my filler fo.

S, Ant. Thy fitter's filter.

Luc. That's my filler.

5. Ant. No

;

It is thyfelf, mine own fslf's better part

;

Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart

;

My food, my fortune, and my fweet hope's aim,

My fole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim.

Luc. All this my filler is, or elfe fhould be.

Ant. Call thyfelf filler, fweet, for I mean thee:

Thee will I love, and v/ith thee lead my life

;

Thou hall no hulband yet, nor I no wife

:

Give me thy hand.

Luc. Oh, foft, fir, hold you Hill;

I'll fetch my filler to get her good- will. \Ex, Luc.

Enter Dromio of Syracufe.

S. Ant. Why, how now, Dromio ? where run' 11 thou

fo fall ?

S. Dro. Do you know me, fir ? am I Dromio ? am £

>your man ? am I myfeif ?

S. Ant. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art

thyfelf.

S. Dro, I am an afs, I am a woman's man, and befides

myfeif.

S. Ant, What woman's man? and how befides thyfelf?

S. Dro, Marry, fir, befides myfeif, I am due to a woman

;

one that claims me, one that haunts me, ©ne that will

have me.
S. Ant. What claim lays {he to thee?

S. Dro. Marry, fir, fuch a claim as you would lay to

your horfe ; and Ihe would have me as a beall : not that,

I being a beall, the would have me ; but that fhe, being a
very beallly creature, lays claim to me.

S, Ant.
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S.JnL What is (he?

S, Dro. A very reverent body ; ay, fuch an one as a man
may not fpeak of, without he fay, fir reverence ; I have*

but lean luck in the match, and yet is fhe a v^rendrous fat

marriage.

S, Ant. How doft thou mean, a fat marriage ?

5. Dro»^ Marry, fir, fhe's the kitchen-wench, and all

greafe ; and I know not what ufe to put her to, but to

make a lamp of her, and run from her by her own light.

I warrant, her rags, and the tallow in them, will burn a

Poland winter : if fhe lives till doomfday, fhe'U burn a

week longer than the whole world.

S, Aniy What complexion is fhe of?

5. Dro. Swart, like my fhoe, but her face nothing like

fo clean kept ; For why ? fhe fweats j a man may go over

flioes in the grime of it.

B. Ant, That's a fault that water will mend.

5. Dro, N o, fir, 'tis in grain j Noah's flood could not

do it.

5. Ant, What's her name?
5. Dro. Nell, fir;—but her name and three quarters

(that is, an ell and three quarters) will not meafure her

from hip to hip.

S. Ant. Then fhe bears fome breadth ?

5. Dro. No longer from head to foot than from hip t®

hip : fhe is fpherical, like a globe ; I could find out coun-

tries in her.

S. Ant, In what part of her body flands Ireland ?

5. Dro. Marry, fir, in her buttocks 3 I found it out by

the bogs.

iS. Ant. W^here Scotland ?

S. Dro. I found it by the barrennefs , hard, in the palm

of the hand.

S. Ant. Where France?

S. Dro. Jn her forehead ; arm'd and reverted, making

war againfl her hair.

iJ, ^«^ Where England ?

S. Dro. I look'd for the chalky cliffs, but I could find

no whitenefs in them : but I guefs it flood in her chin, by

the fait rheum that ran between France and it.

S. Ant, Where Spain ?

S, Dro.
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S. Drs. Faith, I faw it notj but I felt it hot in her

Ijreath.

5. Ant, Where America, the Indies ?

5. Dro, Oh, fir, upon her nofe, all o'er embellifhM with

rubies, carbuncles, fapphires, declining their rich afpecSl to

thQ hot breath of Spain ; who fent whole armadoes of car-

racks to be ballafted at her nofe.

S, Ant. Where ftood Belgia, the Netherlands ?

S, Dro» Oh, fir, I did not look fo low. To conclude,

this drudge or diviner laid claim to me; call'd meDro-
mio, fwore I was afUirM to her ; told me what privy marks

I had about me, as the mark of my fhoulder, the mole in

my neck, the great wart on my left arm, that I, amaz'd,

ran from her as a witch : And I thmk if my breaft had

not been made of faith, and my heart of fteel, fhe. had tranf-

form'd me to a curtail-dog, and made me turn i'the wheeL
S. Ant. Go, hie thee prefently, poft to the roads

And if the wind blow any way from fhore,

I will not harbour in this town to-night.

If any bark put forth, come to the mart.

Where I will walk, till thou return to me.
If every one know us, and we know none,

*Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone.

5. Dro, As from a bear a man would run for life.

So fly I from her that would be my v/ife. \_Exit>»

S. Ant. There's none but witches do inhabit here s

And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence.

She, that doth call me hu(band, even my foul

Doth for a wife abhor : but her fair lifter,

Poffefs'd with fuch a gentle fovereign grace.

Of fuch enchanting prefence and difcourfe,

Hath almoft made me traitor to myfelf

:

But, left myfelf be guilty of felf-wrong,
I'll itop mine ears againft the mermaid's fong.

Enter Angelo with a Chain,

Ang. Mafter Antipholis ?

S. Ant. Ay, that's my name.
Ang. I know it well, fir : Lo, here is the chain ;

I thought to have ta'en you at the Porcupine :

The chain unfinifh'd made me ftay thus long.

%, AnU
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S. J^nt, What is your will that I fhall do with this ?
'

jing. What pleafe yourfelf, fir ; I have made it for you.

S. Ant. Made it for me, fir ! J befpoke it not.

Ang, Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you have :

Go home with it, and pleafe your wife withal j

And foon at fupper-time I'll vifit you.

And then receive my money for the chain.

S, Ant, I pray you, fir, receive the money now,

For fear you ne'er fee chain nor money more.

Ang. You are a merry man, fir; fare you well. \^Exit.

S. Ant. "What I {hould think of this, I cannot tell

:

But this I think, there's no man is fo vain,

That v/ould refufe fo fair an ofFer'd chain.

I fee a man here needs not live by fhifts.

When in the ftreets he meets fuch golden gifts.

I'll to the mart, and there for Dromio flay j

If any fhip put out, then ftraight away. [Exit.

ACT II.

S C E N E I. T:he Street.

Enter a Merchant^ Angelo, and an Officer,

Merchant.

YOU know, fince Pentecoft the fum is due.

And fince I have not much importun'd you

;

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound

To Perfia, and want gilders for my voyage

;

Therefore make prefent fatisfa6lion,

Or I'll attach you by this officer.

Ang. Even juft the fum, that I do owe to you,

Is growing to me by Antipholis:

And, in the inftant that I met with you,

He had of me a chain; at five o'clock

I fhall receive the money for the fame

:

Pleafe you but wJilk with me down to his houfe,

I will difcharge my bond and thank you too.

Enter
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^ntir Antipholis of Ephefus^ and Dromio of EphefuSy

asfrom the -CourtezarCs.

Offi. That labour you may fave ; fee where he comes.

E. Ant. While I go to the goldfmith's houfe, go thou

And buy a rope's end ; that will I beftow

Among my wife and her confederates,

For locking me out of my doors by day.—
But foft, I fee the goldfmith:—get thee gone;

Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me.

E, Dro, I buy a thoufand pound a year ! I buy a rope !

[Exit Dromio.
E, Ant, A man is well holp up that trufts to you

:

I promifed your prefence, and the chain

;

But neither chain, nor goldfmith, came to me

;

Belike, you thought our love would lafl ^oo long,

If it were chain'd together ; and therefore came not.

Ang, Saving your merry humour, here's the note.

How much your chain weighs to the utmoft carrat.

The finenefs of the gold, and chargeful fafhion;

AA^hich do amount to three odd ducats more
Than I ftand debted to this gentleman

:

I pray you, fee him prefently difcharg'd.

For he is bound to fea, and flays but for it.

E, Ant. I am not furnifbM vv^th the prefent money

;

Befides, I have fome bufmefs in the town :

Good fignior, take the ftranger to my houfe,

And with you take the chain, and bid my wife

Difburfe the fum on the receipt thereof:

Perchance, I will be there as foon as you.

Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her yourfelf ?

E. Ant. Nos bear it with you, left I come not time
enough.

Ang. Well, fir, I will : Have you the chain about you \

E, Ant. An if I have not, fir, I hope you have
j

Or elfe you may return without your money.
Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, fir, give me the chain;

Both wind and tide ftay for this gentleman.

And I, to blame, have held him here too long.

E. Ant. Good lord, you ;ife this dalliance to excufe
Your breach of promife to the Porcupine : '

I fnould



20 Comedy of errors*

I fhould have chid you for not bringing it.

But, like a fhrew, you firft. begin to, brawl.

Me7\ The hour fteals on ; I pray you, fir, difpatch,-

j^ng. You hear, how he importunes me ; the chain—*

E. Ant, Why give it to my vife, and fetch your money*

Ang. Come, come, you know, I gave it you even now j

Either fend the chain, or fend me by fome token.

E, Ant. Fye, now you run thi: humour out of breath \

Come, where's the chain ? 1 pray you let me fee it.

Mer. My bufmefs cannot brook this dalliance

:

Good fir, fay, whe'r you'll anfwer me or no

;

If not, III leave him t :> the officer.

E. Ant, I anfwer you ! why fliould I anfwer you ?

Ang, The money that you owe me for the chain*

E, Ant. I owe you none, till I receive the chain.

Ang. You know I gave it you half an hour fince.

E. Ant. You gave me nonej you wrong me much to

fay fo.

Ang. You wrong me more, fir, in denying it

:

Confider, how it ftands upon my credit.

Mer. Well, officer, arreft him at my fuit.

Offi.l^o;
And charge you in the duke's name to obey me^

Ang. This touches me in reputation:

—

Either confent to pay the fum for me.
Or 1 attach you by this officer.

E. Ant. Confent to pay for that I never had \

Arreft me, foolifti fellow, if thou dar'ft.

Ang. Here is thy fee ; arreft him, officer;—

I would not fpare my brother in this cafe,

If he fnould fcorn me fo apparently.

Offj. I do arreft you, fir; you hear the fuit*

E. Ant. I do obey thee till I give thee bail

:

But, firrah, you (hall buy this fport as dear

As all the metal in your (hop will anfwer.

Ang. Sir, fir, I fhall have law in Ephefus,

To your notorious ftiame, I doubt it not.

Enter Dromio of Syracufefrom the Bay,

S, Dro. Mafter, there is a bark of Epidamnum
That ftays but till her owner comes aboard,

8 Then,
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Then, fir, (he bears away : our fraughtage, fir,

I have convey'd aboard ; and I have bought
The oil, the balfamum, and aquavitae.

The fhip is in her trim ; the merry wind
Blows fair from land: they ftay for nought at all

But for their owner, mailer, and yourfelf.

£» Ant, How now ! a madman ! why thou peevifli fheep,
What ftiip oi Epidamnum ftays for me ?

S. Dro, A fhip you fent me to to hire waftage.
E. Ant, Thou drunken flave, I fent thee for a rope

;

And told thee to what purpofe and what end.

S, Dro, You fent me for a rope's-end as foon

:

You fent me to the bay, fir, for a bark.

E. Ant, I will debate this matter at more leifure,

And teach your ears to lift me with more heed.
To Adriana, villain, hie thee ftraight

;

Give her this key^ and tell her, in the de/k •

That's cover'd o'er with Turkifh tapeftry.

There is a purfe of ducats ; let her fend it

;

Tell her I am arretted in the ftreet,

And that (hall bail me : hie thee, flave ; begone :

On, officer, to prifon till it come. {^Exeunt,

S, Dro, To Adriana ! that is where we .din'd,

Where Dowfabel did claim me for her hufband

;

She is too big, I hope, for me to compafs.

Thither I muft, although againft my will,

For fervants muft their matter's minds fulfil. [Exit.

SCENE II. The Houfe c/ Antipholis of Ephefus.

Enter Adriana andhvciA^A,

Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee fo ?

Might'tt thou perceive aufterely in his eye

That he did plead in earneft, yea or no ?

Look'd he red or pale ; or fad, or merrily ?

What obfervation mad'ft thou in this' cafe,

Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face?

Liic, Firft he deny'd you had in him no right.

Adr. He meant, he did me none ; the more my fpight.
^

Luc, Then fwore he that he was a ftranger here.

Adr,
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Mr. And true he fwore though yet forfwcrn he were.

Luc, Then pleaded I for you,

Jdr. And what faid he ?

Luc. That love I begg'd for you, he begg'd of me.

Mr. With what perfuafion did he tempt thy love ?

Luc. With words that in an honcft fuit might move*

Firft, he did praife nly beauty) then my fpeech.

Mr. Did'ft fpeak him fair?

Luc, Have patience, I befeech—
Mr. i cannot, nor I will not, hold me Hill

;

My tongue, though not my heart, fhail have its wilL

He is deformed, crooked, old, and fere,

Ill-fac'd, worfe-body'd, fhapelefs every where ;

Vicious, ungentle, foolifh, blunt, unkind

;

Stigmatical in making, worfe in mind.

Luc. Who would be jealous then of fuch an one ?

No evil loft is wail'd when it is gone.

Mr. Ah ! but I think him better than I fay.

And yet, would herein others' eyes were worfe :

Far from her neft the lapwing cries away

:

My heart prays for him though my tongue do curfe.

Enter Dromio vf Syracufe,

S. Dro. Here, go; the defk, the purfe; fweet now^
make hafte.

Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath ?

S. Dro. By running faft.

Adr. Where is thy mafter, Dromio ? is he well ?

S. Dro. No, he's in Tartar-limbo, worfe than hell

:

A -devil in an everlafting garment hath him,

One, whofe hard heart is button'd up with fteel

;

A fiend, a fairy, pitilefs and rough ;

A wolf, nay worfe, a fellow all in buff;

A back-friend, a fhoulder-clapper, one that countermands

The paiTagcs of alleys, creeks, and narrow lands

;

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot well

;

One that, before the judgment, carries poor fouls to hell.

Mr. Why, man, what is the matter ?

S.. Dro. 1 do not know the matter ; he is 'refted on the

cafe.

Mr, What, is he arretted? tell me, at whofe fuit?

S. Dro.
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S, Dro. I know not at whofe fuit he is arrefted, well;

JBut he's in a fuit of buffwhich 'refted him, that I can telh

WilJ you fend him, miftrefs, redemption, the money in his

, :
defk?

Mr, Go fetch it, fifter.—This I wonder at,

[i^A-zV LUCIANA.
That hcj unknown to me, fliould be in debt

!

Tell me, was he arretted on a band ?

S, Dro. Not on a band, but on a flronger thing;

A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ring ?

Jdr. What, the chain ?

S. Dro. No, no ; the bell ; 'tis time that I were gone*

It was two ere I left him, and now the clock ftrikes one.

Jdr. The hours come back ! that I did never hear.

S, Dro, O yes^ If any hour meet a ferjeant a'turns back

for very fear.

Adr, As if tim.e were in debt ! how fondly doft thou

reafon ?

S. Dro, Time is a very bankrupt, and owes more than

he's worth to feafon.

Nay, he's a thief too : Have you not heard men fay

That time comes ftealing on by night and day ?

If time be in debt, and theft, and a ferjeant in the way.

Hath he not reafon to turn back an hour in a day ?

Enter Luciana.

Adr. Go, Dromio; there's the money, bear it flralghtj

And bring thy mafter home immediately.

—

Come, fifter : I am prefs'd down with conceit

;

Conceit, my comfort and my injury, [ExeunL

SCENE III. The Street,

Enter Antipkclis of Syracufe,

S, Ant. There's not a man I meet but doth falute me.

As if I were, their well-acquainted friend;

And every one doth call me by my name.

Some tender money to me, fome invite me ;

Some other give me thanks for kindnefTes

;

Some offer me commodities to buy

:

C ' Even
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Even nov/ a tailor call'd me in his {hop,

Andfhow'd me filks that he had bought for me.
And, therewithal, took meafure of my body.
Sure, thefe are but imaginary wiles,

And Lapland forcerers inhabit here.

Enter Dromio of Syracufe.

S.Dro. Mafter, here's the gold you fent me for: What,
have you got the pitflure of old Adam new apparell'd ?

S. Ant, What gold is this? What Adam doft thou
mean?

S, Dro. Not that Adam that kept the paradife, but that

Adam that keeps the prifon : he that goes in the calPs-

fkin that was kill'd for the prodigal ; he that came behind

you, fir, like an evil angel, and bid you forfake your
liberty.

S. Ant, I underftand thee not.

5. Dro. No ? why, it is a plain cafe : he that went like

a bafe-viol, in a cafe of leather; the man, fir, that, when
gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and 'refts them; he,

fir, that takes pity on decayed men, and gives 'em fuits of

durance; he that fets up his reft to do more exploits with

his mace than a morris-pike.

S. Ant. What ! thou mean'ft an ofHcer iL

5. Dro, Ay, fir, the ferjeant of the band : he, that brings

any man to anfwer it, that breaks his band ; one that thinks

a man always going to bed, and faith, God give you good reji !

S, Ant, Well, fir, there reft in your foolery. Is there

Any fhip puts forth to-night ? may we be gone ?

S, Dro. Why, fir, I brought you word an hour fince,

that the bark Expedition put forth to-night; and then

were you hindered by the ferjeant, to tarry for the hoy.

Delay : Here are the angels that you fent for to deliver

you.

S, Ant. The fellow is diftra6l, and fo am I;
And here we wander in illufions

:

Some blelTed power deliver us from hence !

Enter a Courtezan,

Cour, Well met, well met, mafter Antipholls.

I fee, fir, you have found the goldfinith now :

Is that the chain you promis'd me to-day ?

S, Ant,
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S. Jnt. Satan, avoid ! I charge thee tempt me not

!

S. Dro. Mafter, is this miftrefs Satan ?

S. Ant. It is the devil.

5. Dro. Nay, ftie is worfe, fhe's the devil's dam; and

here (lie comes in the habit of a light wench : and therefore

comes that the wenches fay, God damn me^ that's as much
as to fay, God make me a light wench. It is written, they

appear to men like angels of light : light is an efFeft of fire,

and fire will burn; ergo^ light wenches will burn; Come
not near her.

Cour, Your man and you are marvellous merry, fir.

Will you go with me ? we'll mend our dinner here.

S. Dro. Mafter, ifyou do, expecS): fpoon-meat, or befpeak

a long fpoon.

S. Jnt. Why^ Dromio?
5. Dro. Marry, he muft have a long fpoon, that muft

eat with the devil.

S. Ant. Avoid then, fiend! what tell'ft thou me of

fupping ?

Thou art, as you are all, a forcerefs :

I conjure thee to leave me and begone.

Cour. Give m.e the ring of mine you had at dinner^

Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis'd;

And I'll be gone, fir, and not trouble you,

S. Dro. Some devils

Afk but the paring of one's nail, a rufli,

A hair, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut,

A cherry-ftone ; but (he, more covetous,

Would have a chain.

Mafter, be v/ife; an' if you give it her

The devil will ftiake her diain, and fright us with it.

Cour. 1 pray you, fir, my ring, or elfe the chain ^

I hope you do not mean to cheat me fo ?

S. Ant. Avaunt, thou witch ! Come, Dromio, let us gOo
iS". Dro. Fly pride, fays the peacock : Miftrefs, that you

know. Exeunt Ant. and Dro, •

Cour, Now, out of doubt, Antipholis is mad,
Elfe would he never fo demean himfelf

:

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats,

And for the fame he promis'd me a chain;

Both one and other he denies me now,
C 2? . The
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The reafon that L gather he is mad,
(Befides this prefent inftance of his rage)

Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner.

Of his own doors being fhut againft his entrance-

Belike, his wife, acquainted with his fits,

On purpofe ihut the doors againft his way.
My way is now to hie home to his houfe,

And tell his wife, that, being lunatic,

He rufh'd into my houfe, and took perforce

My ring away : This courfe I fitteft chufes

For forty ducats is too much to lofe. [Exit:

SCENE IV. The Street.

Enter Antipholis of Efhesvs with a Jailer.

E. Jnt. Fear me not, man, I will not break away

;

I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, fo much money
To warrant thee, as I am 'refted for.

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day;
And will not lightly truft the meiTenger,

That I fhould be attach'd in Ephefus :

I tell you, 'twill found harlhly in her ears,—

Enter Dromio of Ephefus with a Rope's-end.

Here comes my man ; I think he brings the money.
How now, fir ? have you that I fent you for

;

E. Drc. Here's that, I warrant you will pay them alL

E, Ant. But Where's the money ?

E, Dro. Why, fir, I gave the money for the rope.

E. Ant. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope ?

E. Dro. I'll ferve you, fir, five hundred at the rate.

E. Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ?

E. Dro. To a rope's-end, fir, and to that end ani I re«=

turn'd.

E. Ant. And to that end, fir, I will welcome you.

iBeats Dromio.
Off. Good fir, be patient.

E. Dro. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient; I am in ad-*

verfity,

Offi. Good now, hold thy tongucc

E. br^
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E, Dro, Nay, rather perfuade him to hold his hands.

E. Ant, Thou whorefon, fenfelefs villain !

E, Dro, I would I were fenfelefs, fir, that I might not

feel your blows.

E. Ant, Thou art fenfible in nothing but blows, and fa

is an afs,

E. Dro, I am an afs, indeed ; you may prove it by my
long ears. I have f?rv'd him from the hour of my nativity

to this inilant, and have nothing at his hands for my fervice

but biows: when I am cold, he heats me with beating;

v/hen I am warm, he cools me with beating : I am wak'd

with it when I lleep ; raisM with it when I fit ; driven out

of doors with it when I go frorn home; welcomed home
with it when I return : nay, i bear it on my moulders as

a beggar wont her brat; and, I think, when he hath lam'd

me, I fhall beg with it frorn door to door, ^

filter Adriana, Luciana, and the Courtezan^ with a

Schoolmajier called Pinch, and ethers,

E. Ant, Come, go along ; my wife is coming yonder.

E. Dro, Millrefs, r^y^/V^/«<?w, refpedt your end; or ra-

ther the prophecy, like the parrot, Beware the rope's end,

E. Ant. Wilt thou ftill talk? [Beats Dropjio,.

Cour. Kow fay you now ? is not your huiband mad I

Adr, His incivility confirms no lefs.—=»

Good do6lor Pinch, you area conjurer;

Eftabliih him in his true^-fenfe again.

And I will pleafe you what you will demand.

Lite. Alas, how fiery and how fharp he looks

!

Cour, Mark, how he trembles in his ecftafy !

Pinch, Give me your hand, and let me feel '^our pulfe.

E, Ant, There is my hand, and let it feel your ear.

finch, I charge thee, Sathan, hous'd within this man,
To yield pofTefiion to my holy prayers.

And to thy ftate of darknefs hie thee ftraight

;

I conjure thee by all the faints in heaven.

E, Ant, Peace, doting wizard, peace ; I am not mad,
Adr, Oh, that thou wert not, poor dillrefied foul

!

E, Ant, You minion, you, are thefe your cuftomers ?

Did this companion with the faffron face

Revel and feaH it at my houfe tOrday,

C 3 Whilft
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Whilft upon me the guilty doors were fhut,

And I deny'd to enter in my houfe ?

Adr. Oh, hufband, God doth know you din'd at home.
Where 'would you had remain'd until this time.

Free from thefe {landers, and this open fhame

!

E. Ant, Din'd I at home ? Thou villain, what fay'ft

thou ?

E. Dro. Sir, footh to fay, you did not dine at home.

E. Ant. Were not my doors lock'd up and I fhut out?

E, Dro. Perdy, your doors were lock'd and you fhut out.

E. Ant. And did not fhe herfelf revile me there ?

E. Dro, Sans fable, fhe herfelf revil'd you there.

E, Ant. Did not her kitchen maid rail, taunt, and fcorn

me?
E. Dro. Certes, fhe did ; the kitchen veflal fcorn'd you,

E. Ant. And did not I in rage depart from thence?

E. Dro. In verity you did, my bones bear witnefs,

That fmce have felt the vigour of his rage.

Adr. Is't good to footh him in thcfe contraries ?

Pinch. It is no fhame; the fellow tinds his vein,

And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy.

E. Ant. Thou hail fuborn'd the goldfmith to arrefl me,
Adr. Alas, I fent you money to redeem you,

IBy Dromio here, v/ho came in hafle for it.

E. Dro, Money by me ? heart and goodwill you might,

But furely, mafler, not a rag of money.

E, Ant. Went'ft not thou to her for a purfe of ducats?

Adr, Ke came to me, and I deliver'd it.

Luc. And I am witnefs with her that fhe did.

E. Dro. God and the rope-maker bear me witnefs

That I was fent for nothing but a rope

!

Pinch. Miftrefs, both man and mailer are polTefs'di

I know it by their pale and deadly looks

:

They mufl be bound, and laid in fome dark room.

E. Ant, Say, wherefore didfl thou lock me forth to-day^

And why dofl thou deny the bag of gold ?

Adr. I did not, gentle hufband, lock thee forth.

E. Dro. And, gentle mafter, I receiv'd no gold;

But I confefs, fir, that we were lock'd out.

Adr, DifTembling villain, thou fpeak'fl falfe in both.

E* Ant, DiiTembling harlot, thou art falfe in all^

And
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And art confederate with a damned pack.

To make a loathfome abjedt fcorn of me :

But with thefe nails I'll pl^ick out thefe falfe eyes,

That would behold me in this fliameful fport.

Erjter three or four mid offer to hind him \ hejirlves,

Adr. Oh, bind him, bind him, let him not come near me.
Pinch, More company;—the fiend is ftrong within him.

Luc, Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks

!

E. Ant. What, will you murder me? Thou jailer, thou,

I am thy prifoner : wilt thou fuffer them
To make a refcue ?

Ojff, Mafters, let him go :

He is my prifoner, and you fhall not have him.

Pinch. Go bind this man, for he is frantick too.

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevilh officer ?

Haft thou delight to fee a wretched man
Do outrage and dipleafure to himfelf ?

Offi. He is my prifoner; if I let him go
The debt he owes will be requir'd of me.

Adr. I will difcharge thee ere I go from thee :

Bear me forthwith unto his creditor,

{They hind k'iiiTY?YiQ\.is, and Dromio,
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it.

Good mafter do61:or, fee him fafe convey'd

Home to my houfe.—Oh, moft unhappy day !

E. Ant. Oh, moft unhappy ftrumpet

!

E. Dro. Mafter, I am here enter'd in bond for you.

E. Ant, Out on thee, villain! wherefore doft thou mad
me?

E. Dro, Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad, good
mafter; cry the devil.

—

Luc. God help, poor fouls, how idly do they talk

!

Adr. Go bear him hence. Sifter, go you with me.
[Exeunt Pinch, Antiph. Dromio, &c.

Say now, whofe fuit is he arrefted at ?

Offi. One Angelo, a goldfniith ; Do you know him ?

Adr, I know the man : What is the fum he owes ?

Offi. Two hundred ducats.

Adr. Say, how grows it due ?

Offi, Due for a chain your hufband had of him,
C 4

'

Adr.
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Jdr. He did befpeak a chain for me, but had it not.

Ccur. When as your hufband, all in rage, to-day

Came to my houfe, and took away my ring

(The ring I faw upon his finger now),

Straight after did I meet him with a chain.

^dr. It may be fo, but I did never fee it.—
Come, jailer, bring me where the goldfmith is,

I long to know the truth hereof at large.

Enter Antipholis of Syra-cufe^ with his Rapier drawn^
and Dromio -of Syracufe.

Luc, God, for thy mercy \ they are loofe again.

Adr. And come with naked fwords j let's call more helpj

To have them bound again.

Offi. Away, they'll kill us. [They run out,

Manent Antipholis and Dkomio.

S, Ant. I fee thefe witches are afraid of fwords.

B. Dro. She, that would be your wife, now ran from

you.

5. Ant, Come to the Centaury fetch our ftuiF from
thence

:

I long that we w^ere fafe and found abroad,

S, Dro, Faith, ftay here this night, they will furely do

us no harm ; you faw they fpeak us fair, give us gold : me-
thinks, they are fuch a gentle nation, that but for the

mountain of mad flefh that claims marriage of me, I could

find in my heart to ftay here ftill, and turn witch.

S, Ant. I will not ftay to-night for all the town;

Therefore aw^ay to get our ftufF aboard, [Exeunt,

A C T V.

S C E N E I. A Street before a Priory.

Enter the Merchant and Angelo.

Angela.

I
AM forry, fir, that I have hinder'd you

;

But I proteft he had the chain of me,

Though moft diftioneftly he doth deny it.

Mer, How is the man eftcem'd here in the city ?

Ang._
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jfng. Of very reverent reputation, fir,

Of credit infinite, highly belov'd,

Second to none that lives here in the city;

His vi^ord might bear my v^ealth at any time.

Mer. Speak foftly : yonder, as I think, he walks.

Enter Antipholis and Dromio of Syracufe,

Ang. 'Tis fo ; and that felf-chain about his neck.

Which he fonwore moil monftroufly to have.

Good lir, draw near to me, Pll fpeak to him".—

Signior Antipholis, I v/onder much
That you would put me to this (hame and trouble j

And not without fome fcandal to yourfelf,

With circumftance and oaths fo to deny

This chain, which now you wear fo openly:

Befides the charge, the fhame, imprifonment,

You have done wrong to this my honeft friend ;

Who, but for ftaying on our controverfy, y

Had hoifted fail and put to fea to-day;

This chain you had of me, can you deny it ?

<S. Ant, I think I had ; I never did deny it.

Mer. Yes, that you did, fir ; and forfwore it too,

S. Ant. Who heard me to deny it or forfwear it?

Mer, Thefe ears of mine, thou knoweft, did hear thee:

Fye on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity that thou liv'ft

To walk where any honeft men refort.

8, Ant, Thou art a villain to im.peach me thus:

I'll prove mine honour and my honefty

Againftthee prefently, if thou dar'll: ftand.

Mer, I dare, and do defy thee for a villain.

[^hey dram^

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan^ and others,

Adr, Hold, hurt him not, for God's fake, he is madj—
Some get within him, take his fword away:
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my houfe,

S. Dro. Run, mafter, run ; for God's fake take a houfe,

This is fome priory ;—In, or we are fpoil'd.

[Exeunt to the Priory^

Enter Lady Ahhefs.

Ahh, Be quiet, people ; Wherefore throng you hither ?

Adr, To fetch my poor diftra6led huiband hence

:

Let
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Let us come in, that we may bind him faft,

And bear him home for his recovery.

Ang, I knew he was not in his perfe6l wits.

Mer, I am forry now that I did draw on him.

Ahh. How long hath this poflefTion held the man ?

Adr, This week he hath been heavy, four, fad,

And much, much different from the man he was \

But, till this afternoon, his pafiion

Ne'er brake into extremity of rage.

Ahh. Hath he not loft much wealth by wreck at fea?

Bury'd fome dear friend ? Hath not elfe his eye

Stray'd his affection in unlawful love ?

A fm prevailing much in youthful men,

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing.

Which of thefe forrows is he fubjedt to ?

Adr, To none of thefe, except it be the laft

;

Namely, fome love that drew him oft from home.

Ahh. You fnould for that have reprehended him,

Adr. Why, fo I did.

Ahh. But not rough enough.

Adr. As roughly as my modefty would let me.

Ahh. Haply in private.

Adr. And in affemblies too.

Ahh. Ay, but not enough.

Adr. It was the copy of our conference:

In bed he flept not for my urging it;

At board, he fed not for my urging it;

Alone, it v/as the fubject of my theme

;

In company I often glanc'd at it

;

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad.

Ahh. And therefore came it that the man was mad 2

The venom clamours of a jealous woman
Poifon more deadly than a mad dog's tooth.

It feems his ileeps were hinder'd by thy railing :

And therefore comes it that his head is light.

Thou fay'ft his meat was fauc'd with thy upbraidings ;

Unquiet meals make ill digeftions,

Therefore the raging fire of fever bred

;

And what's a fever but a fit of madnefs ?

Thou fay'fl, his fports were hinder'd by thy brav/ls

:

Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth enfue,

Bu^
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But moody and dull melancholy,

Kinfman to grim and comfortleCs defpalr ;

And at her heels a huge infeclious troop

Of pale diftemperatures and foes to life ?

In food, in fport, and life-preferving reft

To be difturb'd, v/ould mad or man or beaft:

The confequence is then, thy jealous fits

Have fcar'd thy hufband from the ufe of wits,

Luc, She never reprehended him but mildly.

When he demean'd himfelf rough, rude, and wildly.—*

Why bear you thefe rebukes and anfwer not ?

Jdr. She did betray me to my own reproof,—

Good people, enter and lay hold on him.

Abb. No, not a creature enter in my houfe.

Jdr, Then let your fervants bring my hufband forth.

Jbb. Neither j he took this place for fandtuary.

And it (hall privilege him from your hands,

'Till I have brought him to his wits again.

Or lofe my labour in alTaying it.

Jdr. I will attend my hufband, be his nurfe,

Diet his ficknefs, for it is my oitice;

And will have no attorney but myfelf

;

And therefore let me have him home with me.
Abb. Be patient; for I will not let him ftir

'Till I have us'd the approved means I hav^e,

With v/holefome fyrups, drugs, and holy prayers,

To make of him a formal man ^.gain

:

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath,

A charitable duty of my order;

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me,
Adr. I will not hence, and leave my hufband here;

And ill it doth befeem your holinefs

To feparate the hufband and the wife.

Abb. Be quiet and depart, thou fhalt not have him.
Luc. Complain unto the duke of this indignity,

[Exit Abbefs,
Adr. Come, go; I will fall proftrate at his feet,

And never rife until my tears and prayers

Have won his grace to come in perfon hither,

And take perforce my hufband from the abbefs.

Mer,
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Mer, By this I think the dial points at five t

Anon, I am fure the duke himfelf in perfon

Comes this way to the melancholy vale

;

The place of death and forry execution,

Behind the ditches of the abbey here.

Jng. Upon what caufe ?

, Mer, To fee a reverend Syracufan merchant,

Who put unluckily into this bay

Againft the lav/s and flatutes of this town,

Beheaded publickly for his offence.

Jng. See, where they come ; we will behold his death,

Luc. Kneel to the duke before he pafs the abbey.

Enter the Duke^ and JEgeon bareheaded \ with the Headjt

man ^and other Officers,

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publickly,

If any friend will pay the fum for him

He fhall not die, fo much we tender him.

Jdr, Juftice, moft lacred duke, againft the abbefs !

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady j

It cannot be that fhe hath done thee wrong.

Jdr, May it pleafe your grace, Antipholis, my hufbandj

Whom I made lord of me and all I had.

At your important letters,—this ill day

A moft outrageous fit of madnefs took him

;

That defperately he hurry'd through the ftreet

(With him his bondman all as mad as he),

Doing difpleafure to the citizens

By ruihing in their houfes, bearing thence

Rino-s, jevv^els, any thing his rage did like.

Once did I get him bound, and fent him home,

Whilft to take order for the wrongs I went.

That here and there his fui-y had committed.

Anon, I wot not by v/hat ftrong efcape

He broke from thofe that had the guard of him :

And, with his mad attendant and himfelf,

Each one with ireful paffion, with drawn fwords.

Met us again, and, madly bent on us,

Chac'd us away; till, raifmg of more aid.

We came again to bind thsm : then they fled

Into
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into this abbey, whither we purfued them j

And here the abbefs fliuts the gates on us,

And will not fufFer us to fetch him out.

Nor fend him forth, that we may bear him hence.

Therefore, moft gracious duke, with thy command, "

Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help.

Duke. Long fmce thy hufoand ferv'd me in my wars;
And I to thee engag'd a prince's word,

When thou dift make him mafter of thy bed,

To do him all the grace and good I could.—
Go fome of you, knock at the abbey-gate.

And bid the lady abbefs come to me

;

I will determine this before I ftir.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mejf, O miftrefs, miftrefs, ihift and faye yourfelf f

My mafter and his man are both broke loofe,

Beaten the maids a-rovv', and bound the docSlor,

Whole beard they have fmg'dofFwith brands of fire j

And ever as it blaz'd they threw on him
Great pails of puddled rnire to quench the hair :

My mafter preaches patience to him, and the while

His man with fcilTors nicks him like a fool

:

And fure, unlefs you fend fome prefent help,

Between them they will kill the conjurer.

Adr. Peace, fool, thy mafter and his man are here;

And that is falfe thou doft report to us.

Mejf. Miftrefs, upon my life, I tell you true

;

I have not breath'd almoil fmce I did fee it.

He cries for you, and vows if he can take you
To fcorch your face and to disfigure you : [Cry within.

Hark, haric ! I hear him, miftrefs ; fly, be gone !

Duke. Come, ftand by me, fear nothing : Guard with
halberds.

Adr. Ay me, it is my hufband ! Witnefs you
That he is borne about inviftble:

£ven now we hous'd him in the abbey here;

And now he's there, paft thought of human reafon.

Enter Antipholis ^;2^Dromio of Ephefus,

£, Ant. Juftice, moft gracious duke, oh grant me
juftlce

!

5 Even
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Everx for the fervice that long fince I did theey

When I beftrid thee In the wars, and took
Deep -fears to fave thy life; even for the blood
That then I loft for thee, now grant me juftice.

Mgeon. Unlefs the fear of death doth make me dote,

I fee my fon Antipholis and Dromlo.
E. Ant, Juftice, fweet prince, againft that woman there.

She whom thou gav'ft to me to be my wife \

That hath abufed and diftionour'd me.
Even in the ftrength and height of injury

!

Beyond imagination is the wrong,
That fhe this day hath fhamelefs thrown on me.

Duke, Difcoverhow, and thou {halt find me juft.

E, Ant, This day, great duke, flie (hut the doors upon
me,

Whilft Ihe with harlots feafted in my houfe.

Duke, A grievous fault : Say, woman, did ft thou fo \

Adr, No, my good lord ;—myfelf, he, and my fifter.

To-day did dine together : So befall my foul,

As this is falfe, he burdens me withal

!

Luc. Ne'er may I look on day, nor Deep on night.

But (he tells to your highnefs fimple truth !

Ang, O perjur'd woman! They are both forfworn.

In this the madman juftly chargeth them.
E, Ant. My liege, I am advifed what I fay

;

Neither difturbed with the effect of wine.
Nor heady-rafh, provok'd with raging ire.

Albeit my wrongs might make one wifer mad.
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner :

That goldi'ftiith there, were he not pack'd with her,

Could witnefs it, for he was with me then.

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain,

Promihng to bring it to the Porcupine,

Where Balthazar and I did dine t02;ether.

Our dinner done, and he not coming hither,

I went to feek him : in the ftreet I met him ;

And in his company that gentleman.
There did this perjur'd goldfmith fwear me dowrr.
That I this day of him receiv'd the chain.

Which, God he knows, I fav/ not^ for the which
He did arreft me with an ofEcer,

I did



COMEDY OF ERRORS. 47

I did obey; and fent my peafant home
For certain ducats : he with none return'd.

Then fairly I befpoke the officer,

To go in perfon with me to my houfe.

By the way we met, my wife, her fifter, and

A rabble more of vile confederates

;

Along with them
They brought one Pinch; a hungry lean-fac'd villain,

A mere anatomy, a mountebank,

A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller;

A needy, hollow-ey'd, fharp-looking wretch,

A living dead man : this pernicious flave,

Forfooth, took on him as a conjurer;

And gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulfe.

And with no face, as it were, out-facing me.
Cries out, I was poffefs'd : then altogether

They fell upon me, bound m.e, bore me thence

;

And in a dark and dankifh vault at home
There left me and my man, both bound together

;

Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds in funder,

I gain'd my freedom, and immediately

Ran hither to your grace ; v/hom I befeech

To give m.e ample fatisfa61:ion

For thefe deep fhames and great indignities.

Ang. -My lord, in truth thus far I witnefs vdth him;
That he din'd not at hom.e but was lock'd out.

Duke, But had lutfuch a chain of thee or no ?

Jng. He had, my lord : and when he ran in here,

Thefe people faw the chain about his neck.

Mej\ Befides, I will be fworn thefe ears ofmine
Heard you confefs, you had the chain of him,

After you firft forfwore it on the mart.

And thereupon I drew my fword on you;

And then you fled into this abbey here.

From whence I think you are come bv miracle.

E. Ant. I never came within thefe abbey-wall>,

Nor ever did ft thou draw thy fword on me

:

,i^.

I never faw the chain, fo help me heaven !

"

And this is falfe you burden me withal.

Duke. Why, Vv^hat an intricate impeach is this

!

I think vou all have drank of Circe's cup.

If
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If here you hous'd him here he would have beerii

If he were mad he would not plead fo coldly:

—

You fay he din'd at home ; the goldfmith here

Denies that faying:—Sirrahj w^hat fay you

?

E. Dro. Sir, he din'd with her there, at the Porcupine^

Cour. He did ; and from my finger fnatch'd that ring.

E. Ant, 'Tis true, my liege, this ring I had of her.

Duke. Saw'ft thou him enter at the abbey here ?

Cour, As fure, my liege, as I do fee your grace.

Duke, Why, this is ftrange :—Go call the abbefs hither 5

1 think you are all mated or ftark mad.
[Exit one to the Abbefs

i

Mgeon. Moft mighty duke, vouchfafe me fpeak a v/ord

:

Haply I fee a friend will fave my life,

And pay the fum that may deliver me,
Duke. Speak freely, Syracufan, what thou wilt.

Mgeon, Is not your name, fir, call'd Antipholis?

And is not that your bondman Dromio ?

E. Dro. Within this hour I was his bond man, fir j

But he, 1 thank him, gnav/'d in two my cords

;

Now am I Dromio, and his man unbound.
Mgeon. I am fure you both of you remember me.
E. Dro. Ourfelves we do remember, fir, by you

;

For lately we were bound, as you are now.
You are not Pinch's patient, are you, fir ?

Mgeon. Why look you ilrange on me ? you know me
well. u>

E. Ant, I never faw you in my life till now.
Mgeon. Oh ! grief hath chang'd me fince you faw mc

laft;

And careful hours, with time's deformed hand

Have written ftrange defeatures in my face :

But tell me yet, doft thou not know my voice ?

E. Ant. Neither.

Mgeon. Dromio, nor thou?

E. Dro. No, trufi: me, fir, nor I.

Mgeon. I am fure thou dofl.

E. Dro. Ay, fir?

But I am fure I do not; and whatfoever

A man denies, you are now bound to believe him.

Mgeon. Not know my voice ! Oh, time's extremity

!

Mgeon.
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Haft thou Co crack'd and fplitted my poor tongue^

In (even fhort years, that here my only fon

Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ?

Though now this grained face of mine be hid

In fap-confuming winter's drizzled fnow,

And all the conduits of my blood froze up;
Yet hath my night of life fome memory.
My wafting lamps fome fading glimmer left,

My dull deaf ears a little ufe to hear

:

All thefe old witnelTes (I cannot err)

Tell me thou art my fon Antipholis.

£. Jnt. I never law my father in my life.

JEgeon, But it^^Xi years fmce, in Syracufa, boy,
Thou knoweft, we parted : but, perhaps, my fon.

Thou fhanf'ft to acknowledge me in mifery.

E. Ant. The duke, and all that know me in the ^itv

Can witnefs with me that it is not fo |

I ne'er faw Syracufa in my life.

Duke. I tell thee, Syracufan, twenty years

Have I been patron to Antipholis,

During which time he ne'er faw Syracufa

:

I fee thy age and dangers make thee dote.

Enter the Jbbefs^ with Antipholis Syracufan^ and
Dromio Syracufan,

Mb, Moft mighty Duke, behold a man much wrong'd,
[Ml gather tofee hm,

Adr, I fee two hufbands, or mine eyes deceive me,
Duke, One of thefe men is Genius to the other;

And fo of thefe : Which is the natural man.
And which the fpirit ? who deciphers them ?

S, Dro. I, fir, am Dromio ; command him away,
E. Dro, I, fir, am Dromio ; pray let me ftay.

S, Ant. i^geon, art thou not ? or elfe his ghoft ?

S, Dro. O, my old mafter ! who hath bound him here >

Abb-. Whoever bound him, I will loofe his bonds,
And gain a hufband by his liberty :—
Speak, old ^geon, if thou be'ft the man
That hadft a wife once call'd iEmilta,

That bore thee at a burden two fair fons ^

D Oh,
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Oh, If thou be*jft the fame JEgeon, fpeak.

And fpeak unto the fame j^Emilia !

Duke. Why, here begins his morning ftory right

'

Thefe two AntiphoUs's, thefe two fo Hke,

And thofe two Dromio*s, one In femblance,—
Befides her urging of her wreck at fea,-r-

Thefe are the parents to thefe children,

Which accidentally are met tog^ether.

JEgecn. If I dream not, thou art Emilia ;

If thou art fhe, tell me, where Is that fon

That floated with thee on the fatal raft ?

Ahh, By men of Epioamnum, he, and I,

And the twin Dromio, all were taken up

;

But, by and by, rude fifher^ien of Corinth

By force took Droi^Io, and my fon from them,

And me they left with thofe of Epidamnum :

"What then became of them I cannot tell

;

I, to this fortune that you fee me in.

Duke, Antipholls, thou cam'ft from Corinth firfl.

5. Ant, No, fir, not I i I came from Syracufe.

Duke. Stay, ftand apart ; I know not which is which.

E. Ant. I carhe from Corinth, my moft gracious lord,

E, Dro. And I with him.

£. Ant, Brought to this town by that moft famous

warrior

Duke Menaphon, your mod renowned uncle.

Adr, Which of you two did dine with me tc-day ?

S. Ant. I, gentle miftrefs.

Ad)\ And are not you my hufband ?

E. Ant. No, I lay nay to that.

S. Ant. And fo do I, yet fhe did call me fo ;

And this fair gentlewoman, her filler here.

Did call me brother :—What I told you then,

I hope, I fnail have leifure to make good ^

If this be not a dream, I fee, and hear.

Jng. That is the chain, fir, which you had of me.

^. Ant. I think it be, fir ; I deny It not.

E. Ant. And you, fir, for this chain arrefted me.
Ang. I think 1 did, fir j I deny it not.

Adr. I fent you money, fir, to be your bail,

By Dromio; but I think he brought it not.

S. Dro,
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S, Dm, No, none by mc.

5. Jnt, This purfe of ducats I received from you,

And Dromio, my man, did bring them me :

I fee we ftill did meet each other's man.

And I was ta*en for him, and he for me,

And thereupon thefe Errors are arofe.

E. Jnt, Thefe ducats pawn I for my father here.

Duh, It fhall not need, thy father hath his life.

Cour, Sir, I muft have that diamond from you.

£, Jnt. There, take it ; and much thanks for my good

cheer.

Abb. Renowned duke, vouchfafe to take the pains

To go with us into the abbey here.

And hear at large difcourfed all our fortunes :—
And all that are aiTembled in this place.

That by this fympathized one day's Error

Have fufFer'd wrong, go, keep us company.
And ye fhall have full fatisfacHon.

—

Twenty- five years have I but gone in travel

Of you, my fons ; and, till this prefent hour.

My heavy burden not delivered :

—

The duke, my hufband, and my children both.

And you the calendars of their nativity.

Go to a goffip's feaft, and go with me;
After fo long grief fuch nativity

!

Duke. With all my heart, I'll goflip at this feaft.

\^Exeunt*

Manent the two Antipholis's and two Dfomio's.

5. Dro, Mailer, fhall I fetch your fluff from fhipboard ?

E. Ant. Dromio, what fluff of mine hafl thou imbark'd?

S, Dro, Your goods that lay at hofl, fir, in the Centaur.

5. Ant. He fpeaks to me; I am your mafler, Dromio

:

Come, go with us ; we'll look to that anon

:

Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him.

Exeunt Antipholis, S. and E.

S. Dro. There is a fat friend at your mailer's houfe,

That kitchen'd me for you to-day at dinner ;

She now fhall be my fiiler, not my wife.

E, Dro, Methinks jou are my glafs, and not my
brother

:

D 2 I fee
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i fee by you I am a fweet-fac'd youth.

Will you v/alk in to fee their goffiping ?

^S*. Dro, Not I, fir ; you are my elder,

E. Dro, That's a queftion :

How ihall we try it ?

S. Dvo. We v/ill draw
Cuts far the feiiior : till then lead thou firft,

E. Dro, Nay, then thus :

W~e came into the world like brother and brother ;.

And now let's g;o hand in hand, not one before another,

l^ExiunU

THIi £N©.
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MERCHANT of VENICE.

ACT L

SCENE I. A Street In Venice,

Enttr AnTHONIO, SaLARINO, ^i^fi^SALANIOd

Anthonio,

IN footh, I know not why I am {6 fad ;

It wearies me
; you fay it wearies you ;

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it,

What ftufF 'tis made of, whereof it is born,

1 am to learn :

And fuch a want-wit fadnefs makes of me.
That I have much ado to know myfelf.

. Sal, Your mind is tolling on the ocean ;

There, where your argofie^ with portly fail,—

'

Like figniors and rich burghers on the flood.

Or as it were the pageants of the fe^,

—

Do over-peer the petty traffickers.

That curtiey to them, do them reverence,

As they fly by them with their woven wings.

Sala. Believe me, fir, had I fuch venture fortH,

The better part of my afl^e6lions would
Be with my hopes abroad. I fhould be fl:ill

Plucking the grafs, to know where flts the wind ;

Prying in maps for ports, and piers, and roads :

And every objeil; that might make me fear

Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt

Would m.?.ke me fad.

Sal, My wind, cooI:'n^ my broth,

Would blow me to an ague, v/hen 1 thought

What harm a wind too great might do at feai

I fhould not fee the fandy hour-glafs run.

But I fliould think of fhallows, and of flats ;

And fee my wealthy Andrew dock'd in fand,

A. 2 Vailing
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Vailing her high top lower than her ribs.

To kifs her burial. Should I go to churclr.

And fee the holy edifice of ftone.

And not bethink me ftraight of dangerous rocks
;

Which, tVJiJching but my gentle velfel's fide,

Would fcatter all her fpices on the ftream : '
-

Enrobe the roaring waters with my filks ;

And, in a word, but even now worth this,

And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought

To think on this : and Ihall I lack the thought,

That fuch a thing, bechanc'd, v/ould make me Tad"?

But, tell not me ; I know, Anthonio

Is fad to' think upon his merchandize.

Anth. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it,

My ventures are not in one bottom irufted,

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole eftate

Opon the fortune of this prefent year :

Therefore, my merchandize makes me not fad.

Sala. Why then you are in love»

Anth. Fie, fie!

Sala. Not in love neither r Then let's fay you are fad*,'

Becaufe you are not micrry : and 'twere as eafy

For you to laugh,.and leap, and fay you are merry,

Becaufe you are not fad. Now, by two-headed Janus,-

Nature hath fram'd ftrange fellows in her time :

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes.

And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper;.

And other of fuch vinegar afpecl.

That they'll not fhow their teeth in way of fmile

Though Neftbr fwsar the jeftbe laughable.

Enter BassaniO, Lorenzq, ^w^Gratiano.

Sal. Here comes BalTanio, your maft noble kkfman,-
Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you weH ;

We leave you now with better company.
Sahi. I would have ftaid till I had made yoii merry.

If worthier friends had not prevented me.
Anth. Your worth is very dear in my regard.

I take it, your own bufinefs calls on you.

And you embrace the occafion to depart.
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^a'l. Good morrow, my good lords.

£t^J/'. Good ligniors both, when Ihall we laugh? fay,

when ?

You grow exceeding flrange; Mufl: it be for"

Sal. We'll make our leifures to attend on yours.

[^Excu)it Sal. and Sal A,

Lor, My lord Bairanao, fmce you have found. Ai^thon;o,

We two will leave you , but, at dmner-tlme,

I pray you, have in mind where we muft meet,

Baj[f. I will not fail you.

Gra. You look not well, flgnior Anthonio
;

You have too much refpect upon the world :

They lofe it, that do buy it with much care.

Believe me, you are marveloully chang'd^

Anih. I hold the wojld but as the world, Gratlano
i

A ,lj;age, where every man rnuft .play s. part,

And mine a lad one.

Gra. Let me play the fool:

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come
;

And let my liver rather heat with wine,

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans^

Why ihould a man, whofe blood is warm within,

Sit like his grandfire cut in alabafter ?

Sleep when he wakes r and creep into the jaundice

By being peeviih r I tell thee what^ Anthonio,—

=

I love thee, and it is my lo-ye that fpeaks;

—

There are a fort of men^ whofe vifages

Do cream and inantle, like a landing pond ;

And do a wailful itillnefs entertain,

With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion

Of wifdom, gravity, profound conceit;.

As who fliould fay, I a??! Sir Oracle,

Andzvhcn I ope my lips, let no dog bark I

O, my Anthonio, I do know of thefe,

That therefore only are reputed wife

For faying nothing \ who, I am very fursi.

If they lliould fpeak, would almoft damn thofe ears,

Which, hearing theiTi, \touId call their brothers fools.^

I'll tell thee more of this another time i.

Bui fiili not, with this melancholy bait.

For
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yor this fooFs gudgeon, this opinion.

—

Come, good Lorenzo :—Fare ye well a while ;

I'll end my exhortation after dinner.

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-tira,e,

I mull: be one of thefe fame dumb wife men,
J"or Gratiano never lets me fpeak.

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more.
Thou fhalt not know the found of thine own tongue.

Anth. Farewell : I'll grow a talker tor this gear.

Gra. Thanks, i'faith j for filence is brdy commend-
able

In a neat's tongue dry'd, and a maid not vendible.

[^Exeunt Gra. and hoVi'E^^

Anth. Is that any thing now !

Baff. Gratiano fpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, more
than any man in all Venice : His reafons are as tv/o grans.

of wheat hid in two bufhels of chafF; you (hall- feek alt

day ere you find them ; and when you have them, they arq'.

not worth the fearch.

Anth, Well j tell rne now, what lady is the fame.
To whom you fwcre a fecret pilgrimage,

That you to-day promised to tell me of?

Bajf. 'Tis not unknown to you, Anthonio,
How much I have difabled mine eftate,

'

By fomething fhewing a more fwelling port

Than my faint means would grant continuance ;

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd

From fuch a noble rate ; but my chief care

Is, to come fairly offfrom the great debts.

Wherein my time, fomething too prodigal.

Hath left me gag'd : To you, Anthonio,
I owe the moll:, in money, and in love

;

And from your love I have a warranty
To unburthen all my plots, and purpofes.
How -to get clear of all the debts I owe.

Anth. I pray yoy, good BalTanio, let me know it
5And if it ftand, as you yourfelf ftill do.

Within the eye of honour, be ailur'd.

My purfe, my perfoii, my extremeff means,
Ly d,\\ unlock'd to your occafions.
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Eajf. In my fchool-days, wijeii I had loll: one fhaft,

;I fhot his fellow of the felf-fame flight

The felf-fame way, with more advifed watch,

To find the other forth ; and by advent'ring both,

I oft found borh ; I urge this childhood proof,

Eecaufe w^hat follows is pure innocence.

I owe you much; and, like a v/ilfiiryouth^

That which I owe is loft : but if you pleafe

To fhoot another arrow that felf way
Which you did Ihoot the firft, I do not doubti^^

As I will watch the aim., or to find bothj.

Or bring your latter hazard back again.

And thankfully reft debtor for the rirft.

Anth. You know me w^ell ; and herein fpend but tinae.

To v/ind about my love with circumstance

;

And, out of doubt^ you do me now more v/rongj

In making queftion of my uttermoif.

Than if you had made wafte of all I have i

Then do but fay to me what I fhoiild do,

That in your knowledge may by me be donCj^

And I am preft unto it : therefore, fpeak.

Baj]\ In Belmont is a lady richly left.

And ihe is fair^ and fairer than that word,

Of wondrous virtues r f)metimes from her eyes

I did receive fair fpcechlefs meifages;
;

Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalu'd

To Cato's daughter, Brutus' Portia.

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ;

For the four winds blow in from every coaft

Renowned fuitors : and her funny locks

Hang on her temples like a golden iieece :

Which makes her feat of Belmont, Coichos' ftrand,

And many Jafons come in queft of her.

mxy Anthonio, had I but the means
To hold a rival place with one of them,

1 have a mind prefages me fuch thrift,

That I fhould queftionlefs be fortunate.

Anth. Thou know'ft that all my fortunes are at fea ;

Nor have I money, nor commodity
To raife a prefent fum ; Therefore go forth.

Try
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Try what my credit can in Venice do ;

That fliallbe rack'd, even to the uttermofl:.

To furnifh thee to Belmont, to fair Portia.

Go, prefently inquire, and fo will I,

Where money is ; and I no queftion make.

To have it of my truft, or for my fake. • [_Exeuntt

S C E N E 11. A Room in Portia'j Houfe at Belmont,

Enter Portia ^w^Nerissa.

Por, By my troth, Neriffa, my little body is aweary of
this great v/orld.

•Ner. You "would be, fweet madam, if your miferies

"were in the fame abundance as your good fortunes are:

And yet, for aught I fee, they are as fick that furfeit

with too much, as they that ftarvc with nothing : It is no
mean happinefs, therefore, to be feated in the mean; fu-

perfluity comes fooner by white hairs, but competency
lives lort2;en -

For. Good fentences, and well pronounc'd.

Ner. They would be better, if well follow'd.

Por. If to do, were as eafy as to know what were good
to do, chapels had been churches, and poor men's cottages

princes' palaces. It is a good divine that follows his own
inRru6tions : I can eaficr teach twenty what were good
to be done, than be one of the twenty to follow mine
own teaching. The brain may devife laws for the blood-
but a hot temper leaps o'er a cold decree : fuch a hare is

madnefs the youth, to ikip o'er the mefhes of good coun-
fel the cripple. But tills reafoning is not in the fiiiliion

to chiifa-me a hufband :—O me, the word chufe! I may
neither chufe whom I would, nor refufe whom I dillike;

fo is the will of a living daughter curb'd by the will of a

dead father:—Is it not hard, Neriffa,* that I cannot chufe
One, nor refufe none ?

i\er. Your father was ever virtuous; and holy men, at

thisir death, have good infpiratlons ; therefore, the lottery

that he hath devifed in thefe three chefts, of gold, filver',

and lead (wheif.eof who chufes his meaning, chufes you)*
'• ^' — ^ * will.
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'v/ill, no doubt, never be chofen by any rightly, but one
who you Ihall rightly Jove. But what warmth is there iij

your affedlion towards any of thefe princely fuitois that

are already come ?

For. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou nam'H
them, I will defcribe them; and, according to my de-

Jfcription, level at my affeclion.

Ner. Firft, there is the Neapolitan prince.

For. Ay, that's a colt, indeed, for he does nothing but

talk of his horfe ; and he makes it a great appropriation

to his own good parts, that he can ihoe him himfelf : I

am much afraid myjady his mother play'd falfe with a
fmith.

'

' Ner. Then, there is the county Palatine.

Fq7\ He doth nothing but frown ; as who fhould fay.

An if you will ?iot have mey chvje : he hears merry tales,

and fmiles not : I fear^ he will prove the weeping philo-

sopher when he grows old, being fo full of unmannerly
fadnefs in his youth. I had rather be married to a death's

head with a bone in his mouth, than to either of thefe.

pod defend me from thefe two 1

^ Ner/ How fay you by the French lord, Monfieur hs
5on?

For, God made him, and therefore let him pafs for a
man. In truth, I know it is a fin to be a mocker : But,

he ! why, he hath a horfe better than the Neapolitan's
;

a better bad habit of frowning than the count Palatine i

he is every man in no man ; if a throftle fmg, he falls

(Iraight a capering ; he will fence with his own ihadow

:

if I Ihould marry him, I fhould marry twenty hufbands:

Jf he would defpife me, I would forgive him ; for if he
Jove me to madncfs, 1 fhall never requite him.

N^r. y/hat fay you then to Faulconbridge, the young
I^aron of England ?

- For. You knovv^, I fay nothing to him ; for he under-

(lands not me, nor I hiiii : he hath neither Latin, French,
nor Italian ; and you will come into the court and fwear,

that r have a poor pennyworth in the Englifli. He is a
proper man's picSture : But, alas I who can converfe with ^

' ^umb fhow ? How gddly he is fuitedl I think he bought
'- ^ - ' bi^
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his doublet in Italy, his round hofe in France, his bonnet

in Germany, and his behaviour every where.

Ner. What think you of the Scottilh lord, his neigh-

bour ?

Por, That he hath a neighbourly charity in him ; for

he borrowed a box of the ear of the Engliihman, and

fvvore he would pay him again when he was able : I think

the Frenchman became his furety, and feal'd under for

another..

Ner. How like you the young German, the duke of

Saxony's nephew ?

Poi\ Very vilely in the morning, when he is fober

;

and moft vilely in the afternoon, when he is drunk :

when he is beft, he is a little worfe than a man ; and
when he is worit, he is a little better than a beaft : an the

•word fall that ever fell, I hope, I fhali make fhift to go
without him.

Ner. If he faould offer to chufe, and chufe the right

calket, you (hould refufe to perform your father's will,

if you Ihould refufe to accept him.
Psr. Therefore, for fear of the worft, I pray thee, fet

a deep glafs of Rhenifli wine on the contrary call-iet ; for

if the devil be within, and that temptation without,

I know he w^ill chufe it, I will do any thmg, Nerilfa, ere

1 will be marry'd to a fpunge.

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of thefe

lords ; they have acquainted me with their determinations :

which is, indeed, to return to their home, and to trouble

you with no more fuit; unlefs you may be won by fome
pther fort than your father's impofition, depending on the

caikets,

Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I vn\\ die as chaftc

as Diana, unlefs I be obtained by the manner of my fa-

ther's will : I am glad this parcel of wooers are fo very

reafonable ; for there is not one among them but 1 dote

on his very abfence, and 1 pray God grant them a fair de-

parture.
' Ner. Do you not remem.ber, lady, in your father's

time, a Venetian, a fcholar, and a foldier, that came hi-

ther in com panv of the Marquis of Mbntferrat ?

'

•

V ^

Por.
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jp^r. Yes, yes, it was BafiTanlo ; as I think, fo Jie v/as

cali'd.'

AVr. True, madam ; he, of all the men that ever my
foolilh eyes look'd upon, was the beft deferving a fair

lady.

Por, I remember him Vvell j and I remember him
worthy of thy praife..—Hov/ now ! what news ?

Enter a Servant,

Ser. The four ftrangers feek for you, madam, to take

their leave : and there is a fore-runner come from a fifth,

the prince of Morocco ; who brings word, the prince, his

inafter, will be here to-night.

Per. If I could bid the fifth welcome with fo good
heart as i can bid the other four farewell, I fhould be
glad of his approach : if he have the condition of a faint,

^nd the complexion of a devil, I had rather he fhould
flirive me than wive me. Gonie, Neriifa. Sirrah, go
before.—Whiles we Ihut the gate upon one wooer, ano-
ther knocks at the door. \_Exeunt.

SCENE III. A public place in Fenice,

Enter Bassanio and Shylock,

Shy. Three thoufand ducats,—well.

Bajf. Ay, fir, for three months.
Sky. For three montlis,—well.

BnJI'. For the which, as I told you, Anthonio fhall be
bound.

Shy. Anthonio fiiall become bound,—well.

Baff. May you ftead me? Will you pleafure me?
Shall I know your anfvver ?

Shy. Three thoufand ducats, for three months, and An-
thonio bound!

BaJJ'. Your anfwcr to that.

Shy. Anthonio is a good man.

Baff. Have you heard any imputation to the contrary ?

Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no ;—my meaning, in faying he
is a good maD> is, to have you underfiand me, that he is

fufficientj
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iufficierxt: yet his means are in fuppofition: he hath aii

argofy bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies ; I under-

fland moreover upon the Riaho, he hath a third at Mexi-
co, a fourth for England,—and other ventures he hath^

fquander'd abroad : But Ihips are but boards, failors: but

men : there be land rats, and water rats, water thieves,

and land thieves; I mean pirates^; and then, there is the

peril of waters, winds, and rocks : The man is, notwith-

itoding, fufficient :—^three thoufand ducats !—I think I

n^ay take his bond.

Baff] Be alTur'd you may.

Shy. I will be ailur'd I may; .and that I may be af-

fur'd,

I will bethink me: May I fpeak-with Anthonio ?

B^JJl If it pleafe you to dine with iis.

Shy. Yes, to fmell pork ; to eat of the habitation

which your prophet the Nazarite conjured the devil into

;

I will buy v/ith you, fell with you, lalk with you, walk

with you, and fo following ; but I will not eat with you,

drjnk with you, nor pray with you. What news on the

Jlialto ?—Who is he comes here ?

Enter Anthomio,

B^rffl This is fignior Anthonio.

Shy. [Ajlde.'\ How like a fawning publican he looks
J

I hate him for he is a Chriftian:

But more, for that, in low fimplicity,

He lends out money gratis, and brings down
The rate of ufance here with us in Venice.

If I can catch him once upon the hip,

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.

He hates our facred nation , and he rails,

Even there where merchants moft do congregate^

On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift.

Which he calls intereft : Curfed be my tribe/

If I forgive him I

Baff. Shylock, do you hear?

Shy. I am debating of my prefent ftore
;

And, by the near guefs pf my memory,
I cannot inftantly raife up the grofs

Of full three thoufand ducats : What of that ?

Tubal
J!
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Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe,

tVill furnifh me : But foft ; Kow many months

Do you defire ?—Reft you fairy good fignior
;
[To Anth.

Your worll)ip was the laft man in our mouths.

Anth. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow,

By taking nor by giving of exccfs,

Yet to fupply the ripe wants of my friend,

I'll break a cuftom:—Is he yet poiTefs'd,

How much you would r

Shy. Ay, ay, three thoufand ducats

!

Anth. And for three months.

Shy. I had forgot,—three months, you told me fo.

Well then, your bond ; and, let me fee, But hear yoa
5

Methoughts, you faid, you neither lend, nor borrow.

Upon advantage.

Anth. I do never ufe It.

Shy. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban's fheep,

—

This Jacob from our holy Abraham was
(As his wife mother v/rought in his behalf)

The third poffeilbr ; ay, he was the third.

Anth. And what of him ? did he take inlefefl?

Shy. No, not take intereft ; not, as you would fay,

Diredily intereft : mark what Jacob did.

When Laban and himfelf were compromis'd,
That all the esnlings, which w^re flreak'd and py'dj

Should fall as Jacob's hire, the ewes, being rank.

In the end of autumn turned to the rams

:

And when the work of generation w^as

Between thefe woolly breeders in the a£t.

The fkilful fhepherd peel'd me certain w^ands.

And, in the doing of the deed of kind,

He ftuck them up before the fulfome ewes
;

Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time
Fall party-colour 'd lambs, and thofe were Jacob's.
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleft

;

And thrift is blefling, if men ileal it not.

Anth. This was a venture, fir, that Jacob ferv'd for 5

A thing not in his power to bring to pafs,

But fway'd and fadiion'd by the hand of Heaven.
Was this inferted to make intereft good ?

Or is your gold and filver ewes and rams ?
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Shy\ 1 cannot tell ; I make it breed as fad :-—

But note me, fignior.

Anth. Mark you this, BafTanio,

The devil can cite fcripture for his purpofe.

An evil foul, producing holy witnefs.

Is like a villain with a fffliling cheek
;

A goodly apple rotten at the heart

:

O, what a goodly outfide falfehood hiith !

Shy. Three thoufand ducats!
—

'Tis a good round futrii

Three months from twelve—then let me fee the rate.

Afith. Well, Shylock, fhall v/e be beholden to ycti?

Shy, Signior Anthonio, many a time and oft

In the Rialto you have rated me
About my monies and my ufances j

Still have I borne it with a patient fhrug
;

For fufFerance is the badge of all our tribe :

You call me—mifbeliever, cut-throat dog.
And fpit upon my Jewifh gaberdine.

And all for ufe of tiiat which is mine own.
Well, then, it now appears you need my helpf

Go to then
\
you come to me, and ycu fay,

Shylock y we would have monies: You fay fo
;

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard^

And fo&'t me, as you fpurn a ilranger cur

Over your threfhold ; monies is your fuit.

What fhould I fay to you r Should I not fay,

Hath a dog money? is it pofjibk

A cur can lend three thov.Jand ducats ? or

Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key,

With 'bated breath , and whifpering humblenefs,

Say this,

—

Fair Sir, you fpit on me on JVedneJday laji;

Youfpurn d mefuch a day ; another time

Tou calVdme—dog ; andfor thefe CQurtefies

rII lend you thus much monies,

Anth. I am as like to call thee fo again.

To fpit on thee again, to fpurn thee too.

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not

As to thy friends ; (for when did friendlhlp lake
A breed of barren metal of his friend ?}

But lend it rather to thine enemy
;

Who^
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Who, if he break, thou may'fl v/ith better face

Exaft the penalty.

Shy. Why, look you, how you ftorm ?

I would be friends with you, and have your love,

Forget the fhames that you have fta.m'd me with.

Supply your prefent wants, and take no doit

Of ufance for my monies, and you'll not hear me ;

This is kind I offer.

Anth. This were kindnefs.

Shy, This kindnefs will I fhow ,—
Go with me to a notary, feal me there

Your fingle bond ; and, in a merry fport.

If you repay me not on fuch a day.

In fuch a place, fuch fum, or fums as are

Exprefs'd in the condition, let the forfeit

Ee nominated for an equal pound

Of your fair fiefh, to be cut off and taken

In what part of your body pleafeth me.
Anth. Content, in faith ;~ I'll feal to fuch a bond/

And fay, there is much kindnefs in the Jew.

Bajf. You fhall not feal to fuch a bond for me,
I'd rather dwell in my neceffity.

Anth. Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it j.

Within thefe two months, that's a month before

This bond expires, I do expeft return

Of thrice three times the value of the bond.

Shy. O fether Abraham ! what thefe Chrlftlans are ;

Whofc own hard dealings teaches them fufpect

The thoughts of others! Pray you, tell m^e this
;

If he fhould break his day, what fhould I gain

By the exa^ion of the forfeiture ?

A pound of man's flefh, taken from a man,
is not fo eftimable, profitable neither.

As flefh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I fay.

To buy his favour, I extend this friendfhip :

if he will take it, fo ; if not, adieu
;

And, for my love, I pray you, wrong me not.

Anth, Yes, Shylock, I will feal unto this bond,
,

Shy, Then meet me forthwith at the notary's «•

Cive him dire<ftion for this merry bond;,

And
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Avid I will go and purfe the ducats ftraight

;

See to my houfe, left in the fearful guard
Of an unthrifty knave ; and preferitiy

I will be with you. [Exit*

Anth. Hie thee, gentle Jcw.^

—

This Hebrew WiU turn Chrillian ; he grows kind.

Bajf, I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind.
.. Anth. Come on ; in tliis there can be no difmay,
My fhips come home a month before the day. [Exeunt,

A C T II.

SCENE 1, Belmont.

Enter the Prince ofMorocco, and three or four Followers

accordingly; with Portia, Nerissa, and her Train,

Flourifi Comets.

Morocco.

MiSLiKE me not for my complexiony
The fhadovv'd livery of the burnifli'd fun, .

~

To whoni I am a neighbour, and near bred.'

Bring me .the faireft creature northward born,"

Where Phoebus' fire fcarce thaws the icicles.

And let us make incifion for your love.

To prove whofe blood is reddeft, his, or mine.
I tell thee, lady, this afped of mine
Hath fear'd the valiant ; by my love, I fwear.
The beft regarded virgins of our clime
Have lov'd it too : I v/ould not change this hue,'

Except to fteal your thoughts, my gentle queen-.

For. In terms of choice I am not folely led'

By nice direction ofa maiden's eyes

:

Befides, the lottery ofmy deftiny

Bars me the right of voluntary chufmg:
But, if my father had not f(;anted me.
And hcdg'd me by his will, to yield myfelf .

His wife, who wins me by that means I toldyoii,'

Yourfelf, renowned prince, then flood as fair;
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As any comer I have look'd on yet,

For my afFe£lion.

Mor, Even for that I thank you ;

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the cafkets.

To try my fortune. By this fclmitar,—

=

That flew the Sophy, and a Perfian prince.

That w^on three fields of Sultan Solyman,

—

I vi^ould out-flare the fterneft eyes that look.

Out-brave the heart moft daring on the earth.

Pluck the young fucking cubs from the flie bear,

Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey.

To win thee, lady : But, alas the while

!

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice

Which is the better man, the greater throw
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand :

So is Alcides beaten by his page
;

And fo may I, blind fortune leading me,
Mifs that which one unworthier may attain.

And die with grieving.

Par. You muft take your chance ;

And either not attempt to chufe at all.

Or fwear, before you chufe,—if you chufe wrong,

Never to fpeak to lady afterward

In way of marriage; therefore be advis'd.

Mor, Nor will not ; come, bring me unto my chance.

For. Firft, forward to the temple ; after dinner

Your hazard fhall be made.

Mor. Good fortune then !

To make me bleft, or curfed 'ft among men.
Cornets.

Exeunt,

SCENE II. A Street in Venice,

Enter Lav^^celot GoBBO.

Laun, Certainly my confcience will ferve me to run

from this Jew my mafter : The fiend is at mine elbow
;

and tempts me, faying to me, Gobboj Launcelot Gobboy

good Launcelot i or good Gobboy or good Launcelot Gobboj ufe

your legs, take thejiart, run away: My confcience fays,—
' B no I
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no ; take heed^ honeji Launcelot, take heed, honefi Gohho \

art as aforefaid, honeft Launceht Gohho ; do not riin ; Jcorti

running with thy heels : Well, the moft courageous fiend

bids me pack ; via ! fays the fiend ; aijuay I fays the fiend",

for the heavens ; roufe up a hrave mind, fays the fiend, and
run. Well, my confcience, hanging iabout the neck
of my heart, fays very wifely to me,

—

my honeji friend
Launceht i being an honeji man's Jon,—or rather an honeft

woman's fon ;—for, indeed, my father did fomething

fmack, fomething grow to, he had a kind of tafte ;
•

well, rny confcience fays,

—

Launceht, hudge not; budge,

fays the fiend ; hudge not, fays my confcience : Confcience^

fay I, you counfel well ; fiend, fay I, you counfel well

:

to be rul'd by my confcience, I Ihould ftay with the Jew
my mafter, who, God blefs the mark, is a kind of devil

;

and, to run away from the Jew, I fhould be rul'd by the

fiend, who, faving your reverence, is the devil himfelfs

Certainly, the Jew is the very devil incarnation ; and, in

my confcience, my confcience is bur a kind of hard con-
fcience, to offer to counfel me to ftay with the Jew : The
fiend gives the more friendly counfel ; I will run, fiend :

my heels are at your commandment, I will run.

Enter oldQo^BO, his Father, with a Bafket.

Gob. Mafler, young man, you, I pray you, which is

the way to mafter Jew's ?

Laun [AfideT] O heavens, this is my true-begotten

father ! who, being more than f^nd-blind, high-gravel

blind, knows me not :—I will try conclufions with him.

Gob. Mafter, young gentleman, I pray you, which is

the way to mafter Jew's ?

Laun. Turn up on your right hand, at the next turning,

but, at the next turning of all, on your left ; marry, at

the very next turning, turn of no hand, but turn down in-

directly to the Jew's houfe.

Gob. By God's fonties, 'twill be a hard v/ay tQ hit.

Can you tell me whether one Launcelot, that dwells with
him, dwell with him, or no?

Laun. Talk you of young mafter Launcelot?—Mark
jne now, [ajide.^ now will I raife the waters:—Talk you
of young mafter Launcelot ?

Gob.
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Gob, Nomafter, fir, but a poor man's fon ; his father,

though I fay it, is an honed exceeding poor man, and,

(Grod be thanked, well to live.

Laun. Well, let his father be what h? will, we talk of

young mafter Launcelot.

Gob. Your woriliip's friend, and Launcelot, fir.

Laun. But I pray you. ergo, old man, ergOt I befeech

you : Talk you of young mafter Launcelot ?

Gob. Of Launcelot, an't pleafe your mafterfhip.

Laun. Ergo, mafter Launcelot, talk not of mafter

Launcelot, father : for the young gentleman (according

to fates and deftinies, and fuch odd fayings, the fifters

three, and fuch branches of learning) is, indeed, deceafed
;

pr, as yoD would fay, in plain terms, gone to heaven.

Gob. Marry, God forbid ! the boy was the very ftaiT of

my age, my very prop.

Laun, Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-poft, a ftafF,

or a prop ?—Do you know me, father?

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young gentle-

man : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy (God reft his

foul !) alive, or dead I

Laun. Do you not know me, father r

Gob. Alack, fir, I am fand-blind, I know you not.

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you migjjt

fail of the knowing me : it is a wife father that knows
his own child. Well, old man, I will tell you news of

your fon
:

" Give me your bleffing : truth will come to

light ; murder cannot be hid long, a man's fon may \ but,

in the end, truth will out.

Gob. Pray you, fir, ftand up ; I am fure you are not

Launcelot my boy.

Laun. Pray you, let's have no more fooling about it,

but give me your blefting; I am Launcelot, your boy
that was, your fon that is, your child that Ihall be.

Gob, I cannot think you are my fon.

Laun. I know not what I fliall think of that : but I

.

am Launcelot, the Jew's man ; and, I am fiire, Margery,
your wife, is my mother.

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed : I'll be fworn, if

^hou be Launcelotj thou art my own flefti and blood,

B 2 Lord
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Lord worfliipp'd might he be ! what a beard haft thou

got ! thou haft got more hair on thy chin, than Dobbin
my thrill-horfe has on his tail.

Laun, It fhould feem then, that Dobbin's tail gro\^^s

backward ; I am fure, he had more hair on his tail than

I have on my face, when I laft faw him.

Gob. Lord, how thou art chang'dl How doft thou and

thy mafter agree ? I have brought him a prefent ; How
agree you now ?

Laun. Well, well ; but, for mine own part, as I have

fet up my reft to run away, fo I will not reft 'till I have

lun fome ground : My mafter's a very Jew ; Give him a

prefent! give him a halter : I am famifh'd in his fervice ;

you may tell every rib I have with my fingers. Father,

I am glad you are come
;
give me your prefent to one

mafter Baffanio, who, indeed, gives rare new liveries ; if

I ferve not him, I will run as far as God has any ground.

—O rare fortune ! here comes the man ;—to him, father;

for I am a Jew, if I ferve the Jew any longer.

Eiifer Bassanio zvith Leonardo, and a Follower or

two more.

Bajf, You may do fo ;—but let it be fo hafted, that

flipper be ready at the fartheft by five of the clock : Sec

thefe letters delivered
;
put the liveries to making ; and

dcfire Gratiano to come anon to my lodging.

Laun. To him, father.

Goh. God blefs your worftiip !

Baff. Gramercy : Would'ft thou aught with me ?

Gob. Here's my fon, fir, a poor boy,^

Laun. iMot a poor boy, fir, but the rich Jew's man i

that would, fir, as my father ihall fpecify,

Goh. He hath a great infection, fir, as one would fay^

to ferve '

Laun. Lidecd, the fhort and the long is, I ferve thq

Jew, and have a defire, as my father fhall fpecify,

Goh. His m.after and he (faving your worftiip's reve-

rence), are fcarce cater-coufins.

l^aun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jew
havins:
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having dgne me wrong, doth caufe me, as my father>

being I hope an old man, lliall frutify unto yoii.

GoL I have here a diih of doves, that I would beftow
upon your worfhip ; and my fuit is,

Laun. In very brief, the fuit is impertinent to myfelf,

as your worfhip fhall know by this honeft old man ; and,

though I fay it, though old man, yet, poor man, my fa-

ther.

Baff. One fpeak for both ;—What would you ?

Laun. Serve you, fir.

Gob. This is the very defeat of the matter, fir.

Baff. I know thee well, thou haft obtain'd thy fuit :

Shyiock, thy mafter, fpoke with me this day,

And hath preferr'd thee ; if it be preferment.

To leave a rich Jew's fervice to become
The follower of fo poor a gentleman.

Laun. The old proverb is very well parted between my
mafler Shyiock and you, fir

;
you have the grace of God^

fir, and he hath enough.

Bujf. Thou fpeak'fl it well : Go, father, with thy fon;

Take leave of thy old mafter, and inquire

My lodging out : give him a livery \To his FoUowerSc
More guarded than his fellows : fee it done.

Laun, Father, in :— I cannot get a fervice, no ;—

I

have ne'er a tongue in my head.- Well, [looking on, his

palm] if any man in Italy have a fairer table, which doth

offer to fwear upon a book, I fhall have good fortune.

—

Go to, here's a limple line of life ! here's a fmall trifle of

wives : alaSj fifteen wives is nothing ; eleven vv^idows, and
nine maids, is a fimple coming-in for one man : and then,

to 'fcape drowning thrice ; and to be in peril of my life

with the edge of a feather-bed ;—here are fimple 'fcapes

!

Well, if fortune be a woman, fhe's a good wench for this

gear.—Father, come ; I'll take my leave of the Jew in

the twinkling of an eye. [Exeunt Laun. and old Qobbo,
Bajff. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this

j

Thcfe things being bought, and orderly beftow 'd.

Return in haffe, for I do feaft to-night

My beft efteem'J acquaintance ; hie thee, go.

Lesn^
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Leon. My bed endeavours fhall be done herelnit

Enter "T ratiA NO.

Gra. Where is }iour mafter ?

Leon, Yonder, lir, he walks. \_Exit Leonardos
Gra. Signior Baflanio

BaJI'. Gratiano

!

Gra. I have a fult to you.

Baff. You have obtained it.

Gra. You mull not deny me ; I muft go v^ith you to

Behiiont.

Bei[f. V/hyi then you mud :—But hear thee, Gratiano;

Thou art too \vild, too rude, and bold of voice ;

—

Parts, that become thee happily enough.
And in fuch eyes as ours appear not faults

;

But where thou art not known, why, there they fliew

Something too liberal ;—pray thee, take pain

To allay, with fome cold drops of modeftyj
Thy fkipping fpirit ; left, through thy wild behaviour,

I be milconftru'd in the place I go to,

And lofe my hopes.

Gra. Signior Bailanio, hear me :

If I do not put on a fober habit.

Talk with refpe6l, and fwear but now and then,

Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely ;

Nay more, while grace is faying, hood mine eyes

Thus with my hat, and figh, and fay, Amen ;

life all the obfervance of civility,

Like one well ftudied in a fad oftent

To pleafe his grandam, never truft me more,

B^ff' Well, we fliall fee your bearing.

Gra. Nayj but I bar to-night ; you ihall not gage me
By what we do to-night.

Baff. No, that were pity
;

I would entreat you rather to put on
Your boldeft fuit of mirth, for we have friends

That purpofe merriment : But fare you well,

I have fome bufmefs.

Gra. And 1 muft to Lorenzo, and the reft ;

But we will vifit you at fupper-time. [_Exeunt,

SCENE
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'SCENE III. Shylock's Houfe.

Enter Jessica and Launcelot.

yef, I am forry thou wilt leave my father fo
;

Uur houfe is hell, and thou, a merry devil,

pidll: rob it of fome tafte of tedioufnefs :

But fare thee well ; there is a ducat for thee.

And, Launcelot, foon at fupper fhalt thou fee

X/Orenzo, who is thy new mafter's gueft ;

Give him this ktter ; do it fecretly,

And fo farewell ; I would not have my father

See me talk with thee.

Laun. Adieu !—tears exhibit my tongue.

—

Moft beautiful Pagan,—moft fweet Jew ! if a Chriflian

did not play the knave, and get thee, I am much deceiv'd :

but, adieu ! thefe foolilh drops do fomewhat drown my
manly fpirit ; adieu ! [_Exit.

yif. Farewell, good Launcelot.—
Alack, what heinous fm is it in me.
To be afham'd to be my father's child !

But though I am a daughter to his blood;

I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo!

If thou keep promife, I fhall end this ftrife ;

Become a Chriftian, and thy loving wife. [_Exit,

SCENE IV. The Street.

Enter Gratiauo, Lorenzo, SalarinojAk^Salanio;

Lor. Nay, we will flirik away in fupper-time
;

Difguife us at my lodging, and return

All in an hour.

Gra. We have not made good preparation.

Sal. We have not fpoke us yet of torch-bearers.

Sala. 'Tis vile, unlefs it may be quaintly ordered

;

And better, in my mind, not undertook.

Lor. 'Tis now but four a-clock ; we have two hours

To furnilh us ;— «

Ento:
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Enter Launcelot with a Letter.

Friend Launcelot, what's the news ?

Laun. An it fhall pkafe you to break up this, it fhall

feem to fignify.

Lor. I know the hand : in faith, 'tis a fair hand

;

And whiter than the paper it writ on,

Is the fair hand that wTit.

Gra, Love-news, in faith.

Laun. By your leave, fir.

Lor. W hither goeft thou ?

Laun. Marry, fir, to bid my old mafter the Jew to fup

to-night with my new mafter the Chriftian.

Lor. Hold here, take this :—tell gentle Jefiica,

I will not fail her ;—Speak it privately, go.—
Gentlemen,
Will you prepare you for this mafque to-night?

1 am provided of a torch-bearer. [^// Laun,
^9^/. Ay, marry, I'll be gone about it ftraight.

Sala. And fo will L
Lor. Meet me and Gratiano

At Gratiano's lodging fome hour hence.

Sal. 'Tis good we do fo.

[^Exeunt SaLAR. fl77^SALAN>

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jelfica ?

Lor. I mult needs tell thee all : fhe hath direded^

How I mull take her from her father's houfe
;

What gold and jewels fhe is furnilh'd with ;

What page's fuit fhe hath in readinefs.

If e'er the Jew her father come to heaven.

It will be for his gentle daughter's fake ,

And never dare misfortune crofs her foot,

Unlefs file do it under this excufe,

—

That flie is ilfue to a faithlefs Jew.
Come, go with me

;
perufe this as thou goefl

;

Fair Jellica Ihall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt^

SCENE
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SCENE V. SHYLOCK'i Houfe.

Enter Shylock and Launcelot.

Shy, Well, thou (halt fee, thy eyes fhall be thy judge,

llie difFerence of old Shylock and Balfanio:—

What, Jeffica !—thou ihalt not gormandize.

As thou hart done with me ;—What, Jeffica !—
And fleep and fnore, and rend apparel out

i

—

Why, Jeliica, I fay !

Laun. Why, Jeffica

!

Shy. Who bids thee call? I do not bid thee call.

Laun. Your worfhip was wont to tell me, that I could

^o nothing without bidding.

£«/^r Jessica.

Jef. Call you ? What is your will ?

Shy. I am bid forth to fupper, Jeffica
;

There are my keys :—But wherefore fhould I go ?

I am not bid for love ; they flatter me:
But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon
The prodigal Chriftian.—Jeffica, my girl.

Look to my houfe :—I am right loth to go ;

There is fome ill a brewing towards my reft.

For I did dream of money-bags to night.

Laun. I befeech you, fir, go ; my young mailer doth

cxpe6l your reproach.

Shy. So do I his.

Laun. And they have confpired together,—I will not

fay you fhall fee a mafque ; but if you do, then it was not

for nothing that mynofe fell a bleeding on Black-monday
laft, at fix o'clock i' the morning, failing out that year on
Afh-Wednefday was four year in the afternoon.

Shy. What ! are there mafques r Hear you me, Jeff.ca;

Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum.
And the vile fqueaking of the wry-neck'd fife.

Clamber not you up to the cafements then.

Nor thruft your head into the public ftreet.

To gaze on Chriftian fools with varnifti'd faces ;

But flop my houfe's ears, I mean my cafements
;

Let not the found of ftiallow foppery enter
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My fober houfe.—By Jacob's ftaff, I fwear,

I have no mind of feailing forth td-niglit •

But I will go.—Go you before me, firrah

;

Say, I will come,
Laun, I will go before, fir.

—

Miftrefs, look out at window, for all this
;

There will come a Chriflian by.

Will be worth a Jewefs' eye. \_E^:tt LauN^
Shy, What fays that fool of Hagar's offspring, ha ?

yef. His words were, Farewell miftrefs ; nothing elfe.

Shy. The patch is kind enough ; but a huge feeder,

'Snail-flow in profit, and he fleeps by day

More than the wild-cat ; drones hive not with me t

Therefore I part with him ; and part with him
To one that I would have him help to wafte

His borrowed purfe.—Well, Jeflica, go in ;

Perhaps, I will return immediately

;

Do, as I bid you.

Shut the doors after you : Fail: bind, faft find ;

A proverb never ftale in thrifty mind. [^Exii,

Jef. Farewell ; and if my fortune be not croft,

I have a father, you a daughter, loft. \_Exit,

SCENE VI. the Street.

Enter Gratiano and Salanio, In Mafquerade,

Gra, This is the pent-houfe under which Lorenz*

Defir'd us to make ftand.

SaL His hour is almoft paft.

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour.

For lovers ever run before the clock.

Saly p, ten times fafter Venus' pigeons fly

To feal love's bonds new made, than they are wont,-

To keep obliged faith unforfeited

!

Gra. That ever holds : Who rifeth from a feaft.

With that keen appetite that he fits down r

Where is the horfe, that doth untread again

His tedious meafures with the unbated fire

That he did pace them firft ? all things that are>

Are
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Are with more fpirit chafed than enjoy 'd.

How like a younker, or a prodigal,

The fcarfed bark puts from her native bay,

Hugg'd and embraced by the (trumpet windl

How like a prodigal doth fhe return ;

,

With over-weather'd ribs, and ragged fails.

Lean, rent, and beggar 'd by the ftrumpet wind

!

Enter Lorenzo.

Sal. Here comes Lorenzo ;—more of this hereafter.

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode ;

Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait

:

When you fhall pleafe to play the thieves for wives,

I'll watch as long for you then.—Approach
;

Here dwells my father Jew : Ho ! who's within ?

Jessica ahve, in Boys Clothes.

JeJ. Who are you ? tell me, for more certainty,

Albeit I'll fwear that I do know your tongue.

Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love.

yef. Lorenzo, certain ; and my love, indeed ;

For who love I fo much ? and now who knows,

But you, Loreti^O, whether I am yours ?

Lor. Heaven, and thy thoughts, are witnefs that thou

art.

JeJ. Here, catch this calket ; It is worth the pains*

I am glad 'tis night, you do not look on me,
For I am much afham'd of my exchange :

But love is blind, and lovers cannot fee

The pretty follies that themfelves commit

;

For if they could, Cupid himfelf would blufh

To fee me thus transformed to a boy.

Lor^ Defcend, for you muft be my torch-bearet,

yef. What, muft I hold a candle to my fhames ?

They in themfelves, good footh, are too, too light.

Why, 'tis an office of difcovery, love
\

And I fhould be obfcur'd.

Lor. So are you, fweet.

Even in the lovely garnifh of a boy.

But come at once
;

For
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For the clofe night doth play the run-away,

And we are ftaid for at Baffanio's feaft.

JeJ. I will make fait the doors, and gild myfelf

With fome more ducats, and be with you ftraight.

[^Exitfrom abo'Oi,

Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew.
Lor, Befhrew me, but I love her heartily :

For (he is wife, if I can judge of her ;

And fair fhe is, if that mine eyes be true

;

And true Ihe is, as fhe hath prov'd herfelf

;

And therefore, like herfelf, wife, fair, and true.

Shall fhe be placed in my conflant foul.

Enter Jessica below.

What, art thou come ?—On, gentlemen, away
;

^

Our mafquing mates by this time for us ftay.

[_Exit with Jessica, ^r;

Enter Anthonio.

Anth. Who's there ?

Gra. Signior Anthonio

!

Anth, Fie, fie, Gratiano! where are all the reft ?

'Tis nine o'clock ; our friends all ftay for you :

—

No mafque to-night ; the wind is come about,

BalTanio prefently will go aboard

:

I have fent twenty out to feek for you.

Gra. I am glad on't ; I defire no more delight.

Than to be under fail, and gone to-night. [^ExewJ,

SCENE VII. Belmont.

Enter Portia, with the Prince of Morocco, and both their

Trains.

Por. Go, draw afide the curtains, and difcover

The feveral cafkets to this noble prince :

—

Now make your choice.

Mor. The firft, of gold, who this infcription bears ;

Who chtifeth yne^fhall gain what many men defire.

The fecond filver, which this promife carrier ;—
PVhi
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fVho chufeth me
y
/hall get as much as he deferves*

This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt ;—

»

fVho chufeth wf, muji give and hazard all he hath.

How lliall I know if I do chufe the right ?

Por. The one of them contains my piflure, prince^

Jf you chufe that, then I am yours withal.

Mor. Some god dire6l my judgment ! Let me fee,

I will furvey the infcriptions back again :

What fays this leaden cafket ?

PFho chufeth mey mufigive and hazard all he hath.—

-

Muft give—For what ? for lead ? hazard for lead I

This cafket threatens ; Men, that hazard all,

Do it in hope of fair advantages :

A golden mind (loops not to Ihows of drofs ;

I'll then nor give, nor hazard, aught for lead.

What fays the filver, with her virgin hue ?

Ifho chufeth me
^ Jhall get as much as he deferves.

As much as he deferves !—Paufe there, Morocco,
And weigh thy value with an even hand :

If thou be'ft rated by thy eflimation.

Thou doft deferve enough ; and yet enough
May not extend fo far as to the lady

;

And yet to be afeard of my deferving,

Were but a weak difabling of myfelf.

As much as I deferve !—Why, that's the lady :

I do in birth deferve her, and in fortunes.

In graces, and in qualities of breeding ;

But more than thefe, in love I do deferve.

What if I ftray'd no further, but chofe here ?—

>

Let's fee once more this faying grav'd in gold.

iPP^ho chufeth me^fhall gain what many men defire.

Why, that's the lady ; all the world defires her

:

From the four corners of the earth they come.
To kifs thisflirine, this mortal breathing faint.

The Hyrcanian deferts, and the vafty wilds

Of wide Arabia, are as thorough -fares now,
For princes to come view fair Portia :

The waf'ry kingdom, whofe ambitious head
§pits in the face of heaven, is no bar

^o ilop the foreign fpirits j but they come.

As
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As o'er a brook, to fee fair Portia.

One of thefe three contains her heavenly pi£lurc,

Is't like that lead contains her ? 'Twere damnatioi|

To think fo bafe a thought ; it were too grofs

To rib her cerecloth in the obfcure grave.

Or fhall I think in filver fhe's immur'd,
Being ten times undervalu'd to try'd gold ?

O finful thought ! Never fo rich a gem
Was fet in worfe than gold. They have in England
A coin that bears the figure of an angel

Stamped in gold ; but that's infculp'd upon ^

But here an angel in a golden bed

Lies all w^ithin.—Deliver me the key ;

Here do I chufe, and thrive I as I may

!

For. There, take it, prince, and if my form lie there.

Then I am yours. [Unlocking the golden Cajket^

Mcr, O hell ! whzi have we here ?

A carrion death, within whofe empty eye

Tbere is a written fcroll ! I'll read the writing.

All that glitters is not gold;

Often have you heard that fold:

Many a man his life hathfold,

But my outfide to behold

:

Gilded tombs do worms ufold.

Madyou been as wife as boldt

Toung in limbs ^ in judgment old.

Tour anfiver had not been infcroVd:

Fare you zvell : yourfuit is cold,

Mor. Cold, indeed ; and labour loft.

Then, farewell, heat, and welcome frofl.

—

Portia, adieu ! I have too griev'd a heart

To take a tedious leave : thus iofers part. \Exli*

For. A gentle riddance :—Draw the curtains, go :

—

let all of his complexion chufe me fo. \Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE VIII. Fenice.

Enter Salarino anci Salanio.

5"^/. Why man, I faw BafTanio under fail

;

|/Vith him is Gratiano gone along
;

And in their fhip, I am fure Lorenzo is not.

Sala. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the duke
^

Who went with him to fearch Baffanio's lliip.
^

*"

Sal. He came too late, the (hip was under fail

;

But there the duke was given to underftand,

That in a gondola were feen together

Lorenzo and his amorous Jefficas

Befides, Anthonio certify 'd the duke.

They were not with Baflanio in his fhip.

Sala. I never heard a paffion fo confus'd.

So ftrange, outrageous, and fo variable,

Asthedog Jew did utter in the ftreets:

My daughter !—O my ducats !—O my daughter I

Fled with a Chrijiian P— my Chrijiian ducats I—

•

jfujiice ! thelavj! my ducats ^ and my daughter!—
A fealed bag^ ivjo J.ealed lags ofdueats^

Of double ducats^ floVnfrom me by my daughter'.

Andjewels; twoftones\two rich and preciousfionez^

StoVn by my daughter !—Jujiice ! find the girl!,

She hath theflones upon her., and the ducats !

Sal. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him,

"Crying,—His (lones, his daughter, and his ducats.

Sala. Let good Anthonio look he keep his day.

Or he fliall pay for this.

Sal. Marry, well remember'd

:

I reafon'd with a Frenchman yefterday

;

Who told me,—in the narrow feas, that part

The French and Englifh, there mifcarried

A velfel of our country, richly fraught

:

I thought upon Anthonio, when he told me

;

And wifh'd in fdence that it were not his.

Sala. You were beft to tell Anthonio what you hear ;

yet do not fuddenly, for it m?,y grieve him.

SaL A kinder gentleman treads not the earth,

I ftw
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I faw BafTanio and Anthonio part :

Bairanio told him, he would make fomd fpee4

Of his return ; he anfwer'd,

—

Do not Jo,

Sluhher not hvjlnejs for my fake, Baffanio^

Butjlay the very riping of the time
;

Andfor the Jew's bond, which he hath ofme^

Let it not enter in your mind of love

:

Be merry ; and employ your chiefeji thoughts

I'o court/hip, andfuchfair ofients oflove

Asjhall conveniently become you there:

And even there, his eye being big with tears,

Turning his face, he put his hand behmci him.
And with afFedlion wondrous fenfible

He wrung Baflianio's hand, and fo they parted.

Sala. 1 think he only loves the world for him,

I pray thee, let us go and find him out.

And quicken his embraced heavinefs

With fome delight or other.

Sal. Do we fo. \_Exeunt.

SCENE IX. Belmont.

Enter Nerissa, with a Servant,

Ker. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain

flraight
;.

The prince of Arragon hath ta'en his oath.

And comes to his eledion prefently.

Enter Arragon, his Train; Portia, ivith hers. Flourijh of
Cornets.

Per. Behold, there ftand the cafkets, noble prince :

If you chufe that wherein I am contain'd,

Straight fhall our nuptial rites be folemniz'd
;

But if you fail, without more fpeech, my lord.

You mull: be gone from hence immediately.
Ar. I am enjoin'd by oath to obferve three things

:

Firfl:, never to unfold to any one
Which caiket 'twas I chofe ; next, if I fail.

Of
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Of the right caflcet, never in my life

To woo a maid in way of marriage ; laftly.

If I do fail in fortune of ray choice,

Immediately to leave you and be gone.

For. To thefe injun6lions every one doth fwear,

That comes to hazard for my worthlefs fell.

Jr. And fo have I addreil me : Fortune, now
To my heart's hope ! Gold, filver, and bafe lead.

fFho chufeth nie^ muji give and hazard all he hath :

You fhall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard.

What fays the golden cheft ? ha ! let me fee :

—

TVho chufeth me, jhall gain what many men deftre.

What many men defire !—That many may be meant
Of the fool multitude, that chufe by ftiow.

Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach
;

Which pries not to the interior, but, like the martlet.

Builds in the weather on the outward wall.

Even in the force and road of cafualty.

I will not chufe what many men defire,

Becaufe I will not jump with common fplrits.

And rank me with the barbarous multitudes.

Why, then to thee, thou filver treafure-houfe

;

Tell me once more what title thou doft bear:

Who chufeth me, jhall get as much as he deferveSy

And well faid too ; For who fhall go about

To cozen fortune, and be honourable

Without the flamp of merit r Let none prefume

To wear an undeferved dignity.

O, that eftates, degrees, and offices,

Were not deriv'd corruptly ! and that clear honour
Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer

!

How many then fhould cover, that fland bare ?

How many be commanded that command ?

How much low peafantry would then be gleaned

From the true feed of honour ? and how much honour,

Pick'dfrom the chaff and ruin of the times,

To be new varnifh'd ? Well, but to my choice :

TVho chufeth me, Jhall get as much as he dcfcrves

:

I will alfume defert ;—Give me a key for this,

And inffantlv unlock my fortunes here.

C Per,
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Por. Too long a paufe for that which you find there.

Ar. What's here ? the portrait of a blinking idiot

Prefenting me a fchedule ? I will read it.

How much unlike art thou to Portia

!

How much unlike my hopes, and my defervings I

W}:)0 chufeth me, ft^allget as much as he dejerves.

Did I deferve no more than a fool's head ?

Is that my prize ? are my deferts no better ?

Por. To offend, and judge, are diftindl offices,

And of oppofed natures.

Ar, What is here ?

The fire/even times tried this
;

Seven times tryd thatjudgment is,

That did never chufe amifs

:

Some there le that Jhadows kifs ;

Such have but a Jhadow's blifs:

There befools alive y I wis.

Silver d o^er ; andJo was this.

Take what wife you will to bed,

I zuillever be your head:

Ss be goneyjirj you arefped,

Ar, Still more fool I fhall appear

By the time I linger here :

With one fool's head I came to woo.

But I go away with two.

—

Sweet, adieu ! I'll keep my oath.

Patiently to bear my wroth. \_Extt*

Por. Thus hath the candle fmg'd the moth.

b thefe deliberate fools ! when they do chufe.

They have the wifdom by their wit to lofe.

Ner. The ancient faying is no herefy ;

—

Hanging and wiving goes by deftiny.

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerifla.

Enter a Servant.

Sei-v. Where is my lady ?

Por. Here ; what would my lord ?

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate

A young Venetian, one that comes before ,

.

To
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To fignify the approaching of his lord :

From whom he bringeth fenfible regreets ;

To wit, befides commends, and courteous breath.

Gifts of rich value
;
yet I have not feen

So likely an embaflador of love

:

A day in April never came fo fweet.

To Ihow how coftly fummer was at hand.

As this fore-fpurrer comes before his lord.

Por, No more, I pray thee, I am half afeard.

Thou wilt fay anon, he is fome kin to thee.

Thou fpend'ft fuch high-day wit in praifmg him.

—

Come, come, NerifTa ; for I long to fee

Quick Cupid's goft, that comes fo mannerly.
Ner, BalTanio, lord love, if thy will it be ! [^Exeunt,

ACT III.

SCENE I. A Street in Venice.

Enter Salanio and Salarino.

Sala,

Now, what news on the Rialto?

Sal. Why, yet it lives there uncheck'd, that Anthonid
hath a fhip of rich lading wreck'd on the narrow feas

;

the Goodwin's I think they call the place : a very dange-

rous flat, and fatal, where the carcafes of many a tall lliip

lie buried, as they fay, if my goflip report be an honeit

woman of her word.

Sala. I would fhe were as lying a gollip in that, as ever

knapt ginger, or made her neighbours believe Ihe wept for

the death of a third huiband : But it is true, without any
flips of prolixity, or crofling the plain high-way of talk —
that the good Anthonio, the honefl Anthonio, O that

I had a title good enough to keep his name company !

—

Sal, Come the full flop.

Sala, Ha I what fay 'ft thou ?—Why the end is, he hath
loft a fhip.

SaL I would it might prove the end of his lofles!

C Z Sala,
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Sala. Let me fay Amen betimes, left the devil crofsthy

prayer; for here he comes in the likenefs of a Jew.

—

^«/^r Shylock.

How now, Shylock ? what news among the merchants ?

Shy. You knew, none fo well, none fo well as you, of

my daughter's flight.

Sal. That's certain ; I, for my part, knew the taylor

that made the wings fhe flew withal.

Sala, And Shylock, for his ow|i part, knew the bird

was fledge ; and then it is the complexion of them all to

leave the dam..

Shy, She is damn'd for it.

Sal, That's certain, if the devil may be her judge.

Shy. My own flefh and blood to rebel

!

Sala, Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at thefe years ?

Shy, I fay my daughter is my flefh and blood.

Sal. There is more difference between thy flefh and

hers, than between jet and ivory ; more between your

bloods, thaij there is between red wine and rhenifti :—But

tell us, do you hear whether Anthonio have had any lofs

at fea or no ?

Shy. There I have another bad match : a bankrupt, a

prodigal, who dare fcarce fhew his head on the Rialto ;

—

a beggar, that us'd to come fo fmug upon the mart ;—let

him look to his bond : he was wont to call me ufurer ;

—

let him look to his bond : he w^s wont to lend money
for a Chrillian courtefy ;—let him look to his bond.

Sal. Why, I am fure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not take

his flefh : What's that good for?

Shy, To bait fifti withal : if it will feed nothing elfe,

it will feed my revenge. He hath difgrac'd me, and hin-

der'd me of half a million; laugh 'd at my loflfes, mock'd
at my gains, fcorn'd my nation, thwarted my bargains,

cool'd my friends, heated mine enemies; And what's his

reafon r I am a Jew : Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a

Jew hands, organs, dimenfions, fenfes, affedions, paf-

iions r fed with the fame food, hurt with the fame wea-
pons,- fubjecl to the fame difeafes, heal'd by the fame
means, warm'd and cool'd by the fame winter and fum-
iiier, as a Ckrifiian is r if you prick us, do we not bleed ?
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if you tickle US, do we not laugh? if you polfon us, do
we not die ? and if you wrong us, fhall we not revenge ?

if we are like you in the reft, we will referable you in that.

If a Jew wrong a Chriftian, what is his humility? re-

venge : If a Chriftian wrong a Jew, what fhould his fuf-

ferance be by Chriftian example? why, revenge. The
villany, you teach me, I will execute ; and it fliali go
hard but I will better the inftru£tion.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Gentlemerk, my mafter Anthonlo is at his houfo
and defires to fpeak with you both.

Sah We have been up and down to feek him.

Enter TvBAL,

Sala, Here comes another of the tribe ; a third can-

not be match'd, unlefs the devil himfelf turn Jew.
\_Exeu7it Sal. ^«^ Salan.

Shy. How now, Tubal, what news from Genoa? haft

thou found my daughter?

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but cannot

find her.

Shy, Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond gone,

coft me two thoufand ducats in Frankfort ! the curfe

never fell upon our nation 'till now ; I never felt it till

now :—two thoufand ducats in that ; and other precious,

precious jewels.—I would my daughter were dead at my
foot, and the jewels in her ear ! 'would fhe were hears'd

at my foot, and the ducats in her coffin ! No news of

them ?—Why, fo :—and I know not what's fpent in the

fearch : Why, thou lofs upon lofs! the thief gone with

fo much, and fo much to find the thief , and no fatis-

fadlion, no revenge : nor no ill luck ftirring, but what

lights o' my fhoulders ; no fighs, but o' my breathing

;

no tears, but o' my fhedding.

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too ; Anthonio, as

I heard in Genoa,

—

Shy. What, what, what ? ill luck, ill luck ?

Tub. Hath an argofy caft away, coming from Tripolis.

Shy, I thank God, I thank God!—Is it true? is it

truei

Tub,
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Tub. I fpoke with fome of the failors that efcaped the

wreck.

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal ;—Good news, good

news : ha ! ha !—Where ? in Genoa ?

Tub. Your daughter fpent in Genoa, as I heard, one

night, fourfcore ducats.

Shy. Thou ftick?ft a dagger in me ;—I (hall never fee

my gold again: Fourfcore ducats at a fitting! fourfcore

ducats

!

Tub. There came divers of Anthonio's creditors in my
company to Venice, that fwear he cannot choofe but

break.

Shy. I am glad of it \ I'll plague him ; I'll torture him

;

I am glad of it.

Tub. One of them ihewed me a ring, that he had of

your daughter for a monkey.
Shy. Out upon her ! Thou tortureft me, Tubal : it

was my turquoife ; I had it of Leah, when I was a ba-

chelor : I would not have given it for a wildernefs of

monkies.

Tub. But Anthonio is certainly undone.

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true ; Go, Tubal, fee

me an officer, befpeak him a fortnight before ; I will have

the heart of him, if he forfeit ; for were he out of Venice,

I can make what merchandize I will; Go, go, Tubal,

and meet me at our fynagogue ;
go, good Tubal ; at our

fynagogue, Tubal. [Exeunt,

SCENE II. Belmont.

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano, and Attendants^

The Cajkets are Jet out.

Por. I pray you, tarry
; paufe a day or two

Before you hazard ; for, in chufing wrong,
I lofe your company ; therefore, forbear a while :

There's fomethin^ tells me (but it is not love),

I would not lofe you ; and you know yourfelf.

Hate
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Hate Gounfels not in fuch a quality

:

But left you fhould not underftand me well

(And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought),

I would detain you here fome month or two,

Eefore you venture for me. I could teach you

How to chufe right, but I am then forfworn ;

So will I never be : fo you may mifs me
;

But if you do, you'll make me wifti a fm.

That I had been forfworn. Befhrew your eyes,

They have o'er-look'd me, and divided me ;

One half of me is yours, the other half yours,

—

Mine own, I would fay ; but if mine, then yours.

And fo all yours : Oh ! thefe naughty times

Put bars between the owners and their rights ;

And fo, though yours, not yours.—Prove it fo,.

Let fortune go to hell for it,—not I.

I fpeak too long ; but 'tis to peize the time ;

To eke it, and to draw it out in length,

To ftay you from ele6lion.

Baff. Let me chufe
;

For, as I am, I live upon the rack.

Por, Upon the rack, BaiTanio ? then confefs

What treafon there is mingled with your love.

Bajf. None, but that ugly treafon of miftrufl.

Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love :

There may as, well be amity and life •

'Tween fnow and fire, as treafon and my love.

Por. Ay, but, I fear, you fpeak upon the rack,

Where men enforced do fpeak any thing.

BaJf, Promife me life, and I'll confefs the truth.

Por. Well then, confefs and live.

Baff. Confefs, and love.

Had been the very fum of my confeflion ;

O happy torm.ent, when my torturer

Doth teach me anfwers for deliverance

!

But let me to my fortune and the calkets.

Por. Away then : I am lock'd in one of them
;

If you do love me, you will find me out.

—

Neriffa, and the reft, ftand all aloof.

—

Let mufic found while he doth make his choice

;

Then,
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Then, if he lofe, he makes a fwan-like end.

Fading in mulic : that the comparifon

May itand more proper, my eye fhall be the ftream.

And wat'ry death-bed for him : He may win ;

And what is mufic then ? then mufic is

Even as the flourifh when true fubjefts bow
To a new-crowned monarch : fuch it is.

As are thofe dulcet founds in break of day,

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear,

And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes.

With no lefs prefence, but with much more love.

Than young Alcides, when he did redeem
The virgin-tribute paid by howling Troy
To the fea-monfter : I ftand for facrifice.

The reft aloof are the Dardanian wives.

With bleared vifages, come forth to view
The ilfue of the exploit. Go, Hercules !

Live thou, I live : With much more difmay

I view the fight, than thou that mak'ft the fray.

[Muf.c within^

A Song, uuhllji Bassan lo comments on the Cfijkets to himJeJf,

'Tell yne, where is faney bred.

Or in the heart, or in the head;

How begot, how nourijhedi'

Reply. ^

// is engendered in the eyes.

With gazingfed ; andfancy dies

In the cradle zvhere it lies

:

Let us all ring fancy s knell.

I'll begin it, Ding, dong, bell.

All. Ding, dong, bell,

Bcff. So may the outward fhows be leaft themfelves ;

The world is ftill deceiv'd with ornament.

In law, what plea fo tainted and corrupt,

But, being feafon'd with a gracious voice,

Obfcures the fhow of evil ? In religion.

What damned error, but fome fober brow
Will blefs it, and approve it with a text.

Hiding
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Hiding the groiTnefs with fair ornament ?

There is no vice fo fimple, but alTunnes

Some mark of virtue on his outward parts.

How many cowards, whofe hearts are all as falfc

As ftairs of fand, wear yet upon their chins

The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars
;

Who, inward fearch'd, have lirers white as milk?
And thefe aflume but valour's excrement,

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty.

And you fhall fee 'tis purchas'd by the weight;

Which therein works a miracle in nature.

Making them lighteft that wear moil of it:

So are thofe crifped fnaky golden locks,

Which make fuch wanton gambols v/ith the wind^
Upon fuppofed fairnefs, often known
To be the dowry of a fecond head.

The fcull that bred them, in the fepulchre.

Thus ornament is but the guiled fhore

To a mod dangerous fea ; the beauteous fcarf

Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word.
The feeming truth which cunning times put on
To entrap the wifeft. Therefore, thou gaudy gold.
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee

:

ISFor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge
'Tween man and man : but thou, thou meager lead.

Which rather threatneft, than dofl promife aught.

Thy plainnefs moves me more than eloquence/

And here choofe I ; Joy be the confequence!

For. How all the other paflions fleet to air.

As doubtful thoughts, and rafh-embrac'd defpair»

And fhudd'ring fear, andgreen-ey'd jealoufy.

love, be moderate, allay thy ecftacy.

In meafure rain thy joy, fcant this excefs;

1 feel too much thy blefiing, make it lefs.

For fear I furfeit

!

[Opening the leaden Cafiei^
'

Baff. What find I here ?

Fair Portia's counterfeit ? What demi-god
Hath come fo near creation ? Move thefe eyes ?

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine.

Seem they in motion ? Here are fever'd lips.

Parted
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Parted with fugar breath ; fo fvvcet a bar

Should funder fuch fwect friends : Here in her hairs^

The painter plays the fpider ; and hath woven
A golden mefh to entrap the hearts af men
FaTler than gnats in cobwebs : But her eyes,

—

How could he fee to do them? having made one,

Methinks it fhould have power to fteal both his,

And leave itfelf unfurnifh'd : Yet look, how far

The fubftance of my praife doth wrong this Ihadow

In underprizing it, fo far this fhadow

Doth limp behind the fubftance.—Here's the fcroll.

The continent and fummary of my fortune.

2''ou that chiife not by the view.

Chance as fairy and chuje as true I

Since thisfortunefalls to you.

Be content, andfeek no new.

Ifyou be well pleas d with this,

And hold yourfortunefor your blifs,

'Turn you whf.re your lady is^ '

And claim her with a loving kifs*

A gentle fcroll ;—Fair lady, by your leave, [Kifftng her^

I come by note, to give and to receive.

Like one of two contending in a prize.

That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes.

Hearing applaufe, and univerfal fhout

Giddy in fpirit, Itill gazing, in a doubt

Whether thofe peals of praife be his or no ;

So, thrice fair lady, ftand I, even fo
;

As doubtful whether what I fee be true,

Until confirmed, lign'd, ratify 'd by you.

Por. You fee me, lord BaiFanio, where I ftand.

Such as I am : though, for rnyfelf alone,

I would not be ambitious in my wifh.

To wnfh niyfelf much better
; yet, for you,

I would be trebled twenty times myfelf

;

A thoufand times more fair, ten thoufand times

More rich ; that to iland high in your account,

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends.

Exceed
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Exceed account ; but tne full fum oi me
Is fum of fomething ; which, to term in grofs,

is an urilelTon'd girl, unfchool'd, unpiadis'd :

Happy in this, fhe is not yet fo old

But fhe may learn ; and happier than this,

She is not bred fo dull but flie can learn ;

Happieft of all, is, that her gentle fpirit

Commits itfelf to yours to be diredlcd.

As from her lord, her governor, her king.

Myfelf, and what is mine, to you and yours

Is now converted? but now I was the lord

Of this fair manfion, mafter of my fervants,

Queen o'er mvfelf ^ and even now, but now.
This houfe, thefe fervants, and this fame myfelf.

Are yours, my lord ; I give them with this ring

;

Which when you part from, lofe, or give away.

Let it prefage the ruin of your love.

And be my vantage to exclaim on you.

Baj[. Madam, you have bereft me of all vi'ords.

Only my blood fpeaks to you in my veins

:

And there is fuch confufion in my powers,

As, after fome oration fairly fpokc

By a beloved prince, there doth appear

Among the buzzing pleafed multitude
;

Where every fomething, being blent together.

Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of joy,

Expreft, and not expreft : But when this ring

Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence ;

O ! then be bold to fay, Baifanio's dead.

Ner, My lord and lady, it is now our time.

That have flood by, and feen our wifhes profper.

To cry, good joy ! Good joy, my lord, and lady

!

Gra, My lord BaiTanio, and my gentle lady,

I wifh you all the joy that you can wilh ;

Fo|-, I am fure, you can wilh none from me :

And, when your honours mean to folemnize

The bargain of your faith, I do. befeech you,

f^ven at that time I may be marry 'd too.

Baff. With all my heart. To thou canft get a wife.

Gra. I thank your lordfhip ; you have got me oiie.

My
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My eyes, my lord, can look as fwift as yours i?

You faw the millrefs, I beheld the maid
;

You lov*d, I lov'd ; for intermiffion

No more pertains to me, m.y lord, than you.

Your fortune flood upon the cafivet there
;

And fo did mine too, as the matter falls :

For wooing here, until I fweat again ;

And fwearing, till my very roof was dry

With oaths of love ; at lail,—if promife laft,—^-

I got a promife of this fair one here.

To have her love, provided that your fortune

Achieved her millrefs.

Por» Is this true, Neriifa ?

Ner. Madam, it is, fo you (land pleas*d withal,

Bajf. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ?

Gra, Yes 'faith, my lord.

Baff. Our feaft fhall be much honour'd in your mar-
riage.

Gra, We'll play with them, the firftboy, for a thoufand

ducats.

Ncr, What, and ftake down ?

Gra. No ; we fhall ne'er win at that fport, and ftakc

down.

But who comes herer Lorenzo, and his infidel?

What, and«my old Venetian friend, Salerio?

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Saleriq.

Bajf, Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither
;

I'f that the youth of my new intereft here

Have power to bid you welcome :—By your leave,

I bid Hiv very friends and countrymen,

Sweet Portia, welcome.

For, So do I, my lord ;

They are entirely welcome.

Lor. I thank your honour :—For my part, my lord.

My purpofe was not to have feen you here
j

But meeting with Salerio by the way.

He did entreat me, pail all faying nay.

To come with him along.

Sale. I did, my lord,
^ And
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And 1 have reafon for it. Signior Anthonio

Commends him to you. IGives Bassanio a Letter*

Baff. Ere I ope his letter,

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth ?

Sale, Not fick, my lord, unlefs it be in mind ;

Nor well, unlefs in mind : his letter there

Will fhew you his eftate.

Gra. Neriffa, cheer yon' ftranger ; bid her welcome.

Your hand, Salerio : What's the news from Venice ?

How doth that royal merchant, good Anthonio ?

I know he will be glad of our fuccefs
;

We are the Jafons, we have won the fleece.

Sale. Would you had won the fleece that he hath loft!

Por, There are fome fhrewd contents in yon' fame

paper.

That fteals the colour from BaflTanio's cheek

:

Some dear friend dead : elfe nothing in the world

Could turn fo much the conftitution

Of any conftant man. What, worfe and worfel—
With leave, Baffanio ; I am half yourfelf.

And I muft freely have the half of any thing

That this fame paper brings you.

Bajf, O fweet Portia,

Here are a few of the unpleafant'ft words.

That ever blotted paper ! Gentle lady.

When I did firft impart my love to you,

I freely told you, all the wealth I had

Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman
;

And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady,

Rating myfelf at nothing, you (hall fee

How much I was a braggart : When I told you

My (late was nothing, I Ihould then have told you

That I was worfe than nothing ; for^ indeed,

I have engag'd myfelf to a dear friend,

Engag'd my friend to his mere enemy,
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady

;

The paper as the body of my friend,

And every word in it a gaping wound,
Ifiuing life-blood.—But is it true, Salerio ?

Have all his ventures fail'd ? What, not ose hit ?

From
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From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England,

From Lifbon, Barbary, and India ?

^nd not one veflel 'fcape the dreadful touch

^f merchant- marring rocks ?

Sale, Not one, my lord.

JSefides, it fhould appear, that if he had

The prefent money to difcharge the Jew, ,

He would not take it : Never did I know
A creature, that did bear the fhape of man.

So keen and greedy to confound a man :

He plies the duke at morning and at night ;

And doth impeach the freedom of the ftate.

If they deny him juftice : twenty merchants.

The duke himfelf, and the magnificoes

Of greateflport, have all perfuaded with him ;

But none can drive him from the envious plea

Of forfeiture, ofjuftice, and his bond^

Jef. When I was with him, I have heard him fwcar^

To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen.

That he would rather have Anthonio's flefh.

Than twenty times the vahie of the fum
That he did owe him : and I know, my lord.

If law, authority, and power deny not.

It will go hard with poor Anthonio.

For, Is it your dear friend that is thus in trouble ?

BaJ]', The deareft friend to me, the kindeft man.

The beft condition'd and unweary'd fpirit

In doing courtefies ; and one in whom
The ancient Roman honour more appears.

Than any that draws breath in Italy.

For. What fum owes he the Jew ?

Bajf. For me, three thoufand ducats^

For. What, no more !

Pay him fix thoufand, and deface the bond ;

Double fix thoufand, and then treble that.

Before a friend of this defcription

Shall lofe a hair thorough Balfanio's fault.

Firft, go with me to church, and call me wife

;

And then away to Venice to your friend
^

For never ihall you ly by Portia's fide

Willi
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With an unquiet foul. You Ihall have gold

To pay the petty debt twenty times over :

When it is paid, bring your true friend along :

My maid Nerilla, and mffelf, mean time, '

Will live as maids and widows. Come, away
;

For you fhall hence upon your wedding-day :

Bid your friends welcome, fhew a merry cheer
;

Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear.

—

But let me hear the letter of your friend.

BalT. [reads] Sweet BaJJaniOf my fhips have all mlfcar-

rydy my creditors grow cruel, my ejiate is very low, my bond

to the Jew is forfeit ; andjince, in paying it, it is impofjible

Ifhould livCf all debts are cleared between you and me^ if I
might but fee you at 7ny death : notwithfianding, ufe your

pleafure : ifyour love do not perjuade you to come, let not my
letter,

Por. O love ] difpatch all bufmefs and be gone.

Baff. Since I have your good leave to go away,
I will make hafte : but 'till I come again.

No bed Ihall e'er be guilty of my ftay,

No reft be interpofer 'twixt us tv/ain. \_Exeunt,

SCENE III. A Street in Venice,

Enter Shylock, Salanio, Anthonio, and the Gaoler,

Shy. Gaoler, look to him ;—Tell not me of mercy;

—

This is the fool that lent out money gratis :

—

Gaoler, look to him.
Anth, Hear me yet, good Shylock.

Shy. I'll have my bond ; fpeak not againft my bond
;

J have fworn an oath, that I will have my bond

:

Thou call'dft me dog, before thou hadft a caufe
;

But, fince I am a dog, beware my fangs :

The duke fhall grant me juftice.— I do wonder.
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art fo fond
To come abroad with him at his requeft.

Anth, I pray thee, hear me fpeak.

Shy, I'll have my bond ; I will not hear thee fpeak :

rii
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I'll have my bond ; and therefore fpeak no more*
I'll not be made a foft and duU-ey'd fool,

To fhake the head, relent, and figh, and yield

To Chriftian interceflbrs. Follow not ;

I'll have no fpeaking ; 1 will have my bond.

\_Exii Shylock
Sal. It is the mofi: impenetrable cur.

That ever kept with men.
Jntb. Let him alone ;

I'll follow him no more with bootlefs prayers.

He feeks my life ; his reafon well I know ;

I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures

Many that have at times made moan to me.
Therefore he hates me.

Sal. I am fure, the duke
Will never grant this forfeiture to hold.

Afith. The duke cannot deny the courfe of lavr^

For the commodity that ilrangers have

With us in Venice ; if it be deny'd,

Will much impeach the juliice of the ftate ;

Since that the trade and profit of the city

Confifteth of all nations. Therefore, go :

Thefe griefs and lolTes have fo 'bated me.
That I fhall hardly fpare a pound of flefh

To-morrow to my bloody creditor.

—

Well, gaoler, on :—Pray God, Balfanio come
To fee me pay his debt, and then I care not ! \_Exeitni.

SCENE IV. Belmont.

Enter Portia, Nerissa Lorenzo, Jessica, a7id

Balthazar.

Lor. Madam, although I fpeak it in your prefeiKe.*

You have a noble and a true conceit

Of god-like amity ; which appears moft ftrongly

In bearing thus the abfence of your lord.

But, if you knew to whom you fhew this honour,

Hovi' true a gentleman you fend relief,

How dear a lover of my lord your hufband,

I know
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1 know you would be prouder of the v/ork.

Than cuftomary bounty can enforce you.

For, I never did repent for doing good.

Nor fhall not now : for in companions

That do converfe and wa{le the time together,

Whofe fouls do bear an equal yoke of love.

There muft needs be a like proportion

Of lineaments, of manners, and of fpirit

;

Which makes me think that this Anthonio,

Being the bofom lover ofmy lord,

Muft needs be like my lord : If it be fo.

How little is the coft I have beftow'd.

In purchafmg the femblance of my foul

From out the ftate of belli fh cruelty ?

This comes too near the praifing of myfelf

;

Therefore, no more of it : hear other things. --

Lorenzo, I commit into your hands

The hufbandry and manage of my houfe.

Until my lord's return : for mine own part,

I have toward heaven breath 'd a fecret vow.

To live in prayer and contemplation.

Only attended by NerifTa here.

Until her hufband and my lord's return :

There is a monaftery two miles off.

And there we will abide. I do defire you

Not to deny this impofition

;

The which my love, and fome ncceffity.

Now lays upon you.

Lor. Madam, with all my heart

;

I Ihall obey you in all fair commands.
Par. My people do already know my mind.

And will acknowledge you and jeffica

In place of lord Baflanio and myfelf.

So fare you well, till we Ihall meet again.

Lor. Fair thoughts, and happy hours attend on you

!

yef, I wifh your lady (liip ail heart's content.

Por, I thank you for your wifh, and am weU pleag'd

To wifh it back on you : fare you well, Jellica.

—

,

\_Exeunt Jessica <??7^ Lorenzo.
Now Balthazar,

D As
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As I have ever found thee honeft, true,

So let me find thee ftill : Take this fame letter.

And ufe thou all the endeavour of a man,
In fpeed to Padua ; fee thou render this

Into my coufm's hand, do6lor Bellario :

And, look, what notes and garments he doth give thee,

Bring them, I pray thee, vs^ith imagin'd fpeed

Unto the trajecl:, to the common ferry

Which traded to Venice :—wafte no time in words,

But get thee gone ; I fhall be there before thee.

Balth. Madam, I go v/ith all convenient fpeed, [Exit*

For. Come on, NerilTa ; I have work in hand

That you yet know not of: we'll fee our hufbaiids

Before they think of us.

Ner. Shall they fee us ?

For. They fhall, NerifTa ; but in fuch a habit,

That they fhall think we are accomplifhed

With what we lack. I'll hold thee any wager.

When we are both apparell'd like young men,
I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two.

And wear my dagger with the braver grace
;

And fpeak, between the change of man and boy.

With a reed voice \ and turn two mincing fteps

Into a manly ftride; and fpeak of frays,

Like a fine bragging youth: and tell quaint lies.

How honourable ladies fought my love.

Which I denying, they fell fick and dy'd ;

I could not do with all ;—then I'll repent.

And wifh, for all that, that I had not kiU'd them:

And twenty of thefe puny lies I'll tell,

That men fhall fwear, I have difcontinued fchool

Above a twelvemonth :— I have within my mind
A thoufand raw tricks of thefe bragging jacks.

Which I will praclife.

Ner, Why, fhall we turn to men?
For. Fie 1 what a queftion's that,

If thou Wert near a lewd interpreter?

But come, Til tell thee all my whole device

When I am in my coach, which ftays for us

At the park gate ; and therefore hafte away.

For we muft meafure twenty miles to-day. [Ex£u?:t.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter Launcelot aw*^ Jessica.

Laun, Yes, truly :—for, look you, the fins of the father

are to be laid upon the children ; therefore, I promife
you, I fear you. I was always plain with you, and fo

now I fpeak my agitation of the matter : Therefore be of
good cheer ; for, truly, I think, you are damn'd. There
is but one hope in it that can do you any good : and that

is but a kind of a baftard hope neither.

yef. And what hope is that, I pray thee ?

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your father

got you not, that you are not the Jew's daughter.

Jef. That were a kind of baftard hope, indeed ; fo the
fms of my mother fhall be vifited upon me.

Laun. Truly then I fear you are damn'd both by father

and mother: thus when Ifhun Scylla, your father, I fall

into Charbydis, your mother; well, you are gone both
ways.

J-ef. I fhall be faved by my hufband; he hath made
me a Chriftian.

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he : we were Chrif-
tians enough before ; e'en as many as could avcII live one
by another : This making of Chriftians will raife the price
of hogs : if we grow all to be pork-eaters, we fhall not
fhortly have a rafher on the coals for money.

Enter LoREl^zo.

Jef. I'll tell my hufband, Launcelot, what you fay

;

here he comes.

Lor. I fhall grow jealous of you fhortly, Launcelot, if

you thus get my wife into corners.

Jef. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; Launcelot
and I are out : he tells me flatly^ there is no mercy for

me in heaven, becaufe I am a Jew's daughter : and he fays,

you are no good member of the commonwealth ; for, in
converting Jews to Chriftians, you raife the price of pork.

Lor. I fhall anfwer that better to the commonv/ealth>
than you can the getting up of the negro's belly : the
Moor is with child by you, Launcelot,

D % Laun.
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Lami. It Is much, that the Moor fhould be more than?

reafon : but if fhe be lefs than an horiefl woman, fhe is,

indeed, more than I took for her.

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word ! I think

the belt grace of wit will fhortly turn into filence; and
difcourfe grow commendable in none only but parrots

—

Go in, firrah \ bid them prepare for dinner.

Ldiin. That is done, fir ; they have all ftomachs.

Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-fnapper are you [ then

bid them prepare dinner.

Lawn. That is done too, fir ; only, cover is the word.
Lor, Will you cover then, fir?

Laun. Not fo, fir, neither ; I know my duty.

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion! wilt thoa
fhew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftant ? I pray
theey underftand a plain man in his plain meaning: go
to thy fellows ; bid them cover the table, ferve in the meat,
and we will come in to dinner.

Laun. For the table, fir, it fhall be ferv'd in; for the

meat, fir, it fiiall be covered ; for your coming in to din-

ner, fir, why, let it be as humours and conceits fhall

govern. [^Exit Launcelot-
Lor. O dear difcrction, how his words are fuitedl

The fool hath planted in his memory
An army of good words : And I do know
A many fools, that ftand in better place,

Garnifh'd like him, that for a trickfyword

Defy the matter. How cheer'ft thou, Jeffica ?

And now, good fweet, fay thy opinion.

How doft thou like the lord Baflanio's wife ?

JeJ. Part all exprefling : It is very meet
The lord BalTanio live an upright life

;

For, having fuch a blefling in his lady.

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth ;

And, if on earth he do not mean it, it

Is reafon he ibould never come to heaven.
Why, if two gods fhould play fome heavenly match.
And on the wager lay two earthly women,
And Portia one, there mufl be fomething elfc

Pawn'^
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Pawn'd with the other ; for the poor rude world

Hath not her fellow.

Lor, Even fuch a hufband

Hall thou of me, as (lie is for a wife.

JeJ. Nay, bur a(k my opinion too of that.

Lor. I will anon; firit, let us go to dinner.

JeJ. Nay, let me praife you wliile I have a ftomach.

Lor. No, pray thee, let it fervd for table- talk ;

Then, howfoe'er thou fpeak'ft, 'mong other thin^^s

I fhall digeft it.

JeJ. Well, ril fet you forth. {Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE I. The Senate-Houfein Venice.

EnUr the Dukej the Senators; Anthonio-, Bassaniq,
Gratia NO, and others,

Di^ke,

What, is Anthonio here ?

Anth. Ready, fo pleale your grace-

Duke. I am forry for thee ; thou art come to anfwer

A ftony adverfary, an inhuman wretch

Uncapable of pity, void and empty
From any dram of mercy.

Anth. I have heard,

Your grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify

His rigorous courfe ^ but fmce he ftands obdurate.

And that no lawful means can carry me
Out of his envy's reach, f do oppofe

My patience to his fury; and am arm'd

To fufFer, with a quietnefs of fpirit.

The very tyranny and rage of his.

Duke. Go one, and call the Jew into the court.

Sal. He's ready at the door : he comes, my lord.

Enter Shylock.

Duke. Make room, and let himftand before our face.

—

Shylock, the world ihinks, and I think fo too,

That thou but lead 'ft this fafhion of thy malice
To the laii hour of ad ; and then, 'tis thought,

Thou'k
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Thou'It fhew thy mercy, and retnorfe, moi^e ftrarigc

Than is thy ftrange apparent cruelty

:

And, where thou now exaft'ft the penalty

(Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flefti\

Thou wilt not only lofe the forfeiture.

But, touch'd with human gentlenefs and love.

Forgive a moiety of the principal

;

Glancing an eye of pity on his lofles.

That have of late fo huddled on his back |
Enough to prefs a royal merchant down.
And pluck commiferation of his ftate

From braffy bofoms, and rough hearts of flint,

From ftubborn Turks, and Tartars, never train'd

To offices of tender courtefy.

We all exped a gentle anfwer, Jew.
Shy. I have poffefs'd your grace of what I purpofe

;

And by our holy Sabbath have I fworn.
To have the due and forfeit of my bond :

If you deny it, let the danger light

Upon your charter, and your city's freedom.
You'll aflc me, why I rather chufe to have
A weight of carrion flefh, than to receive

Three thoufand ducats : I'll not anfwer that

;

But fay, it is my humour: Is it anfwer'd?
What if my houfe be troubled with a rat.

And I be pleas 'd to give ten thoufand ducats

To have it ban'd ? What, are you anfwer'd yet ?

Some men there are love not a gaping pig

;

Some, that are mad if they behold a cat

;

And others, when the bag-pipe fings i' the nofe.

Cannot contain their urine : For affedlions.

Mailers of pallion, fway it to the mood
Of what it likes, or loaths : Now, for your anfwer

;

As there is no firm reafon to be render'd.

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ;

Why he, a harmlefs neceflary cat
;

Why he, a woollen bag-pipe ; but of force

Mud yield to fuch inevitable fhame.
As to offend himfelf, being offended

;

So can I give no reafon, nor. I will not.

More
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More than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loathing

I bear Anthonlo, that I follow thus

A lofing fuit againft him. Are you anfwer'd ?

Bajf. This is no anfvver, thou unfeeling man,

To excufe the current of thy cruelty.

Shy. I am not bound to pleafe thee with my anfwers,

Baff. Do all men kill the thing they do not love ?

Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ?

Baff. Every offence is not a hate at firft.

Shy. What, would'ft thou have a ferpent fting thee

twice ?

Anth. I pray you, think you queftion with the Jew :

You may as well go ftand upon the beach,

And bid the main flood bate his ufual height

;

You may as well ufe queftion with the wolf,

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ;

You may as well forbid the mountain pines

To w^ag their high tops, and to make no noife.

When they are fretted with the gufts of heaven ;

You may as well do any thing moft hard,

As feek to foften that (than which what's harder ?)

His Jewifh heart :—Therefore, I do befeech you.

Make no more offers, ufe no further means.

But, with all brief and plain conveniency,

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will.

Baj]'. For thy three thoufand ducats here are fix.

Shy If every ducat in fix thoufand ducats

Were in fix parts, and every part a ducat,

J would not draw them, I v^'ould have my bond.

Duke. How fhalt thou hope for mercy, rend'ring none?

Shy. What judgment fiiall I dread, doing no v/rong?

You have among you many a purchas'd Have,

Which, like your affes, and your dogs, and m^ules,

You ufe in abjecl and in flaviih parts,

Becaufe you bought them :—Shall I fay to you.

Let them be irz^^ marry them to your heirs ?

Why fweat they under burdens r let their beds

Be made as foft as yours, and let their palates

Be feafon'd with fuch viands r you will anfwer.

The llaves are ours :—So do I anfwer you :

The
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The pound of flefh, which I demand of him.
Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it

:

If you deny me, fie upon your law

!

There is no force in the decrees of Venice,

I ftand for judgment : anfwer ; fhall I have it ?

' Duke. Upon my power, I may difmifs this court,

Unlefs Bellario, a learned do6lor.

Whom I have fent for to determine this.

Come here to-day,

Sala, My lord, here ftays without

A meflenger with letters from the do£lor,

New come from Padua.

Duke. Bring us the letters : Call the meflenger.

Bajf. Good cheer, Anthonio! What, man! courage

yet!
^

•

The Jew fhall have my flefh, blood, bones, and all.

Ere thou fhalt lofe for me one drop of blood.

Anth. I am a tainted wether of the flock,

Meeteft for death ; the weakeft kind of fruit

Drops earlieft to the ground, and fo let me :

You cannot better be employed, Baflanio,

Than to live fl:ill, and w^rite mine epitaph.

Enter Nerissa, drejsd like a Lawyer*s Clerk.

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario r

Ner. From both, my lord : Bellario greets your grace*

Bajf. Why doft thou whet thy knife fo earneflly ?

Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt there.

Gra. Not on thy foal, but on thy foul, harfh Jew,
Thou makefl: thy knife keen : but no metal can,

No, not the hangman's axe, bear half the keennefs

Of thy fliarp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ?

Shy. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make,
Gra. O, be thou damn'd, inexorable dog!

And for thy life let ju'fticebe accus'd.

Thou almoft mak'ft me W'aver in my faith,

To hold opinion with Pythagoras,
That fouls of animals infufe themfelves
Jnto the trunks of men : thy currifh fpirit

Govern'd a wolf, who, hang'd for human flaughter,

Even from the gallows did his fell foul fleet,

Anda
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And, whilft thou lay '11 in thy unhallow'd dam,
Infus'd itfelf in thee; for thy defires

Are wolfiih, bloody, ftarv'd, and ravenous.

Shy. 'Till thou can'ft rail the feal from off my bond.

Thou but ofFend'll thy lungs to fpeak fo loud ;

Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall

To curelefs ruin.—I ftand here for law.

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth'commend
A young and learned dodor to our court :—

—

.Where is he ?

Ner, Heattendeth herehard by,

To know your anfwer, whether you'll admit him.
Duke. With all my heart :—fome three or four of you.

Go give him courteous conduft to this place.

—

Mean time, the Court fhall hear Bellario's letter.

Tour grace Jhall underjiandy thatj at the receipt ofyour

lettery I am veryjick : but at the injiant that your mejfenger

camCy In loving vijitation was with me a young doSlor of
Romcy his name is Balthazar : I acquainted him with the

caufe in controverfy between the jfeiu and Anthonio the mer<-

chant : we turnd o'er many books together , he Is furnijh'd

with my opinion ; which y better d with his own learning (the

greatnefs wher&of I cannot enough commend), CQ?nes with

him, at my importunity y toJill up your grace's requeji in my
Jlead. I hefeech youy let his lack ofyears be no impediment to

let him lack a reverent ejiimation
\ for I never knewfo young

a body with fo old an head. T leave him to your gracious ac-

ceptance y luhofe trialjhall better publijh his commendation.

Enter Portia, drefs'd like a DoSior ofLaws,

Duke. You hear the learn'd Bellario, what he whites;

And here, I take it, is the dodor come.

—

Give me your hand : Came you from old Bellario ?

For. I did, my lord.

Duke. You are welcome : take your place.

Are you acquainted with the difference

That holds this prefent queftion in the court ?

Por. I am informed thoroughly of the caufe.

Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew?
Duke, Anthonio and old Shvlock, both Hand forth.
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Por. Is your name Shylock ?

Shy. Shylock is my name.
For. Of a ftrange nature is the fnit you follow ;

Yet in fuch rule, that the Venetian law
Cannot impugn you as you do proceed.

—

You ftand within his danger, do you not ? [7<? Anth.
Anth. Ay, fo he fays.

Par. Do vou confefs the bond ?

Anth. I do.

Por. Then muft the Jew be merciful.

Shy. On what compulfion muft I i tell me that.

Por. The quality of mercy is not itrain'd \

2t droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven,

Upon the place beneath : it is twice blefs'd
;

It bleffeth him that gives, and him that takes :

'Tis mightieft in the mightieft ! it becomes
The throned monarch better than his crown :

His fceptre fhews the force of temporal power,

The attribute to awe and majeily.

Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of kings;

But mercy is above this fcepter'd fway,

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings,

it is an attribute to God himfelf

;

And earthly power doth then fhew likefl God's,

When mercy feafons juftice : Therefore, Jew,
Though juflice be thy plea, confider this,

—

'That, in the courfe of juftice, none of us

Should fee falvation : we do pray for mercy
;

And that fame prayer doth teach us all to render

The deeds of mercy. I have fpoke thus much.
To mitigate the juftice of thy plea

;

Which, if thou follow, this ftricl court of Venice

Muft needs give fentence 'gainft the merchant there.

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law.

The penalty and forfeit of my bond.

Por. Is he not able to difcharge the money r

Bajj\ Yes, here I tender it for him in the court

;

Yea, twice the fum : If that will not fuffice,

I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er.

On forfe.it of my hands, mv head, my hjeart.

If
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If this will not fuffice, it muft appear

That malice bears down truth. And I befeech you,

Wreft once the law to your authority :

To do a great right, do a little WTong ;

And curb this cruel devil of his will.

Por, It muft not be ; there is no power in Venice
Can alter a decree eftablifhed :

'Twill be recorded for a precedent

;

And many an error, by the fame example.
Will rufh into the ftate : it cannot be.

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a Daniel!

—

P wife young judge, how do I honour thee!

Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bond.

Shy. Here 'tis, moft reverend doctor, here it is.

Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy money ofFer'd thee.

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven

:

Shall I lay perjury upon my foul r

No, not for Venice.

Por. Why, this bond is forfeit

;

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim

A pound of flefh, to be by him cut off

Neareft the merchant's heart :—Be merciful

;

Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond.

Shy, When it is paid according to the tenour.^
It doth appear you are a worthy judge

j

You know the law, your expofition

Hath been moft found : I charge you by the law.
Whereof you are a well deferving pillar,

Proceed to j udgm.ent : by my foul I fwear.

There is no power in the tongue of man
To alter me ; I ftay here on my bond.

Aiith. Moft heartily I do befeech the court

To give the judgment.

Por. Why then, thus it is.

You muft prepare your bofom for his knife.

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young man

!

Por. For the intent and purpofe of the law
Hath full relation to the penalty.

Which here appeareth due upon the bond.
'

Shy.
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Shy. 'Ti3 very true : O wife and upright judge

!

How much more elder art thou than thy looks I

Par, Therefore lay bare your bofom.

Shy. Ay, his breaif

;

So fays the bond ;—Doth it not, noble judge ?

—

Neareft his heart, thcfe are the very words.

Por. It is fo. Are there balances here to weigh

Thefleihr

Shy. I have them ready.

Por. Have by fome furgeon, Shylock, on your charge,

To flop his wounds, left he do bleed to death.

Shy. Is it fo nominated in the bond ?

Por. It is not fo exprefs'd : But what of that ?

'Twere good you do fo much for charity.

Shy. I cannot find it ; 'tis not in the bond.

Por. Goine, merchant, have you any thing to fay?

Anth. But little ; I am arm'd, and well prepar'd.

—

Give me your hand, Baffanio ; fare you well 1

Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you
;

For herein fortune Ihews herfelf more kind

Than is her cuftom : it is ftill her ufe,

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth,

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow,

An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance

Of fuch a mifery doth fhe cut me off.

Commend me to your honourable wife

:

Tell her the procefs of Anthonio's end
;

Say, how I lov'd you, fpeak me fair in death
;

Aiid, when the tale is told, bid her be judge.

Whether Baffanio had not once a love.

Repent not you that you fhall lofc your friend.

And he repents not that he pays your debt

;

For, if the Jew do but cut deep enough,

I'll pay it inftantly with all my heart.

Baff. Anthonio, lam married to a wife

Which is as dear to me as life itfelf

;

But life itfelf, m.y wife, and all the world,

Are not with me efteem/d above thy life:

I would lofe all, ay, facrince them all

Here to this devil, to deliver you.

Por.
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Por, Your wife would give you little thanks for that.

If fhe were by to hear you make the offer.

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I proteft, I love

;

I would fhe were in heaven, fo fhe could

Entreat fome power to change this currilh Jew.
Ner. 'Tis well you offer it behind her back

;

The wifh would make elfe an unquiet houfe.

Shy. Thefe be the Chriitian hufbands: I have a
daughter

;

Would any of the ftock of Barrabas

Had been her hufband, rather than a Chriftian! \_Jfide,

We trifle time ; I pray thee, purfue fentencc.

Por. A pound of that fame merchant's flefh is thine ;

The court awards it, and the law doth give it.

Shy, Mod rightful judge!

Por. And you mult cut this flefh from ofFhisbreaft;

The law allows it, and the court awards it.

Shy. Moft learned judge !—A fentence ; come, prepare.

Por. Tarry a little ;—there is fomething elfe.

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood ;

The words exprefsly are, a pound of flelh :

Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of fieih :

But, in the cutting it, if thou doft Ihed

One drop of Chrillian blood, thy lands and goods

Are, by the laws of Venice, confifcate

Unto the ftate of Venice.

Gra. O upright judge !—Mark, Jew \
—a learnedjudge!

Shy. Is that the law ?

Por. Thyfelf fhall fee the aa :

For, as thou urgeft juflice, be aifur'd

Thou fhalt have julfice, more than thou defir'fl:.

Gra. O learnedjudge !—Mark, Jew ;—a learnedjudge!

Shy. I take this offer then
\—pay the bond thrice,

And let the Chriftian go.

BaJJ'. Here is the money.
Por. Soft!

The Jew fhall have all juftice ;—foft !—no hafle ;

—

He fhall have nothing but the penalty.

Gra, O Jew ! an upright Judge, a learned judge

!

Por.
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For, Therefore prepare thee to cut oiFthe fiefh.

Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou lefs, nor more.

But juft a pound of flefli : if thou tak'ft more,

Or Icfs, than a juft pound,—be it but fo much
As makes it light, or heavy, in the fubftance.

Or the divifion of the twentieth part

Of one poor fcruple ; nay, if the fcale turn

But in the eftimation of a hair,

—

Thou died, and all thy goods are confifcate.

Gra. A fecond Daniel, a Daniel, Jew !

Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip.

For, Why doth the Jew paufe r take thy forfeiture.

Shy, Give me my principal, and let me go.

Baff, I have it ready for thee ; here it is.

Par, He hath refus'd it in the open court

;

He fhall have merely juftice, and his bond.

Gra, A Daniel, ftill fay I ; a fecond Daniel!—
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word.

Shy. Shall I not barely have my principal ?

For, Thou fhalt have nothing but the forfeiture.

To be fo taken at thy peril, Jew,
Shy, Why then the devil give him good of it!

I'll ftay no longer queftion.

For, Tarry, Jew ;

The law hath yet another hold on you.

It is ena6led in the laws of Venice,-^

If it be prov'd againft an alien,

That by direct, or indireft attempts,
)

He feek the life of any citizen.

The party, 'gainft the which he doth contrive.

Shall feize on half his goods ; the other half

Comes to the privy coffer of the flate ;
•

And the offender's life lies in the mercy

Of the duke only, 'gainft all other voice.

In which predicament, I fay, thou ftand'ft

:

For it appears by manifeft proceeding,

That, indirectly, and dlre6tly too.

Thou haft contriv'd againft the very life

Of the defendant 5 and thou haft incurr'd

The
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The danger formerly by me rehears'd.

Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke.

Gra, Beg, that thou may'd have leave to hang thyfelf

:

And yet, thy v^^ealth being forfeit to the ftate.

Thou haft not left the value of a cord
;

Therefore, thou muft be hang'd at the ftate's charge.

Duhe, That thou may'ft fee the difference of ourfpirit,

I pardon thee thy life before thou alk it

:

For half thy wealth it is Anthonio's
;

The other half comes to the general ftate,

Which humblenefs may drive unto a fine.

Por. Ay, for the ftate ; not for Anthonio.
Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that

:

You take my houfe, vi^hen you do take the prop
That doth fuftain my houfe

;
you take my life.

When you do take the means whereby I live.

Por. What mercy can you render him, Anthonio ?

Gra. A halter gratis ; nothing elfe, for God's fake.

Anth. So pleafe my lord the duke, and all the court,

To quit the tine for one half of his goods
;

I am content, fo he will let me have

The other half in ufe,—to render it.

Upon his death, unto the gentleman.

That lately ftole his daughter.

Two things provided more,—That, for this favour.

He prefently become a Chriftian
;

The other, that he do record a gift.

Here in the court, of all he dies poiTefs'd,

Unto his fon Lorenzo, and his daughter.

Duke. He (hall do this ; or elfe I do recant

The pardon that I late pronounced here.

Por. Art thou contented, Jew ? what doft thou fay ?

Shy. I am content.

Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gift.

Shy. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence
;

I am not well ; fend the deed after me,
And I will fign it.

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it.

Gra, In chriftening thou fhalt have two god -fathers ;

Had
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Had I been judge, thou fhould'ft have had ten more,

To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. \_Exit Skrl
Duke, Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner.

Por, I humbly do defire your grace of pardon j :

I muft away this night to Padua,

And it is meet I prefently fet forth.

Duke. I am forry that your leifure ferves you not.

Anthonio, gratify this gentleman
;

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him.

\_Exeunt Duke and his Train

^

Bajf, Moft worthy gentleman, I, and my friend.

Have by your wifdom been this day acquitted

Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof,

Three thoufand ducats, due unto the Jew,
We freely cope your courteous pains withal.

Anth. And ftand indebted, over and above;

In love and fervice to you evermore.

For. He is well paid, that is well fatisfy'd ;

And I, delivering you, am fatisfy'd.

And therein do account myfelf well paid ;

My mind was never yet more mercenary,

I pray you, know me, when we meet again

;

I wifh you well, and fo I take my leave.

Bajf. Dear fir, of force I muft attempt you further ;

Take fome remembrance of us, for a tribute,

Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you—
Not to deny me, and to pardon me.

Por. You prefs me far, and therefore I will yield.

Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your fake ;

And, for your love, I'll take this ring from you :

—

Do not draw back your hand ; I'll take no more ;

And you in love fhall not deny me this.

BaJf. This ring, good fir,—alas, it is a trifle ;

I will not fhame myfelf to give you this.

Par, I will have nothing elfe but only this ;

And now, methinks, I have a mind to it.

Bajf. There's more depends on this, than on the value.

The deareft ring in Venice will I give you,

And find it out by proclamation

;

Only for this, I prav you, pardon me,
Poh
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Por. i fee, fir, you are liberal in offers

:

You taught me firft to beg ; and now, methinks,

' You teach me how a beggar fhould be anfwer'd.

Bqff] Good fir> this ring was giVen me by my wife
j

Andj when die put it oh, (he made me Vow
That I fliould neither fell, nor give, nor lofe it.

Per. That 'fciife ferves many men to fave their gifts*

An if your wife be not a nlad woman.
And know how well I have deferv'd this ringj

She would not hold out enemy for ever^

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you

!

\_Exit with NE R I S SA

.

Anth. My lord Baffanio, let him have the ring
5

Let his defervings, and my love withal.

Be valu'd 'gainft your wife's tomm.andment.

BaJ/l Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him,

Give him the ring ; and bring him, if thoii can'fl.

Unto Anthonio's houfe :—away, make hafte.

Come, you and I will thither prefently

;

And in the morning early will we both

Fly toward Belmont : Gome, Anthonio; [^Exeunt.

S C E N E II.

£f7fer Portia, ^w^Nerissa.

For. Inquire the Jew's houfe otit, give him this deed.

And let him fign it ; we'll away to-night^

And be a day before our hufbands home :

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo.

^«/^r Gratiano.

Gra* Fair fir, you are vv^ell o'erta'en :

My lord Baffanio, upon more advice.

Hath fent you here this ring ; and doth entreat

Your company at dinner.

For. That cannot be :

This ring I do accept mofl thankfully.

And fo, I pray you, tell him : FurthermotCi
I pray you, Ihew my youth old Shylock's houfd
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Gra, That I will do.

Ner. Sir, I would fpeak with you :

I'll fee if I can get my husband's ring, \Tq Portia.
Which I did make him fwear to keep for ever.

Por, Thou may'li, I warrant: We fhall have old
fwearing,

That they did give the rings away to men
;

But we'll outface them, and out-fwear them too.

Away, make hafte ; thou know'ft where I will tarry.

Ner. Come, good fir, v/ill you fhew me to this houfe ?

^ [^Exeunt.

A C T V.

SCENE I. Belmont. A Grove ^ or green Place, before

Fortia's Houfe.

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica.

Lorenzo.

The moon fhines bright :—In fuch a night as this.

When the fweet wind did gently kifs the trees.

And they did make no noife ; in fuch a night,

Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan wall.

And figh'd his foul toward the Grecian tents,

Where Creffid lay that night.

Jef. In fuch a night.

Did Thifbe fearfully o'er-trip the dew

;

And faw the lion's fhadow ere himfelf,

And ran difmay'd away.

Lor. In fuch a night,

Stood Dido, with a willow in her hand,

Upon the wild fea-banks, and wav'd her lov*

To come again to Carthage.

Jef. In fuch a night,

Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs

That did renew old iEfon.

Lor. In fuch a night.

Did Jeffica Ileal from the wealthy Jew

;

And
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And with an unthrift love did run from Venice,

As far as Belmont.

JeJ. And in fuch a night.

Did young Lorenzo fwear he lov'd her well
;

Stealing her foul with many vows of faith.

And ne'er a true one.

Lor. And in fuch a night.

Did pretty JelTica, like a little fhrew,

Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jef. I would out-night you, did no body come
;

But, hark, I hear the footing of a man.

Enter a Servant.

Lor. Who comes fo fafl: in filence of the night ?

Serv. A friend.

Lor. A friend ! what friend ? your name, I pray you,

friend ?

Serv. Stephano is my name ; and I bring word,
My miftrefs will, before the break of day.

Be here at Belmont : flie doth ftray about

By holv crOiTes, where fhe kneels and prays

For happy wedlock hours.

Lor. Who comes with her r

Serv. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid,

I pray you, is my mafter yet return'd ?

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from him.

—

But go we in, I pray thee, Jeilica,

And ceremoniouily let us prepare

Some welcome for the miilrefs of the houfe.

h'nter Launcelot.

Laufi. Sola, fola, wo ha, ho, fola, fola !

Lor. Who calls?

Laun. Sola ! did you fee mafter Lorenzo, and miftrefs

Lorcnza ? fola, fola !

Lor. Leave hallowing, man ; here.
' Laun. Sola ! Vv'here ? v/here ?

Lor. Here.

Laun. Tell him, there's a poft come from my mafter,

E 2 with
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with his horn full of good news j my mafter will be here

ere morning, fweet foul. [_Exit.

Lor, Let's in, and there expe£l their coming.

And yet no matter ;-^why fhould we go in ?

My friend Stephano, fignify, I pray you.

Within the houfe, your miilrefs is at hand ;

And bring your mufic forth into the air.— \_Exit Serv.

How fweet the moon-light deeps upon this bank !

Here will we fit, and let the founds of mufic

Creep in our ears ; foft ftillnefs, and the night.

Become the touches of fweet harmony.

Sit, Jeffica : Look how the floor of heaven

Is thick inlay 'd with pattens of bright gold ;

There's not the fmalleft orb, which thou bchold'fl*

But in his motion like an angel fmgs.

Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubims.

Such harmony is in immortal fouls

;

But, whilft this muddy vefture of decay

Doth grofsly clofe it in, we cannot hear it.

—

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ;

With fweeteil touches pierce your miilrefs' ear,

And draw her home with mufic.

Jef. I am neyer merry, when I hear fweet mufic.

Lor. The reafon is, your fpirits are attentive;

For do but note a wild and wanton herd,

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts,

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud,

Which is the hot condition of their blood ;

If they perchance but hear a trumpet found.

Or any air of mufic touch their ears.

You ihall perceive them make a mutual ftand.

Their favage eyes turn'd to a modeft gaze,

By the fweet power of mufic : Therefore, the poet

Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, ftones, and floods ;

Since nought fo ftockifh, hard, and full of rage,

But mufic for the time doth change his nature:

The man that hath no mufic in himfelf,

Nor is not mov'd with concord of fweet founds.

Is fit for treafons, ftratagems, and fpoils ;

The
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The motions of his fpirit are dull as night.

And his afFedions dark as Erebus

:

Let no fuch man be trufted.—Mark the mufic,

£///^r Portia ^WNerissa, at a Dijiance,

Por. That light v/e fee is burning in my hall.

How far that little candle throws his beams!

So fliines a good deed in a naughty world.

Nfr. When the moon fhone, we did not fee the candlc.

Por, So doth the greater glory dim the lefs ;

A fubflitute ihines brightly as a king,

Until a king be by ; and then his ftate

Empties itfelf, as doth an inland brook

Jnto the main of waters. Mufic! hark! Mufic,

Ner. It is your mufic, madam, of the houfe.

Por. Nothing is good, I fee, without refpedt

;

Methinks, it founds much fweeter than by day.

Ner, Silence beftows that virtue on it, madam,
Por. The crow doth fing as fweetly as the lark.

When neither is attended ; and, I think,

The nightingale, if fhe fhould fing by day,

When ev^ry goofe is cackling, would be thought

No better a mufician than the wren.

How many things by feafon feafon'd are

To their right praife, and true perfedlion ?-—

Peace! how the moon lleeps with Endymion,
And would not be awak'd! {.MufiC ceafes.

Lor. That is the voice.

Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia.

Por, He knows me, as the blind man knows the cue-

kow,
By the bad voice.

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home,
Por. We have been praying for our hufbands' welfare.

Which fpeed, we hope, the better for our words.

Are they return'd?

Lor. Madam, they are not yet

;

But there is come a meilenger before.

To fignify their coming.

fpr. Go in, Nerilfa, a
Give
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Give order to my fervants, that they take

No note at all of our being abfent hence ;-^

Nor you, Lorenzo
; Jeilica, nor you. [^ Tuclei founds.

Lor, Your hufband is at hand, I hear his trumpet;

We are no tell-tales, madam ; fear you not.

Por. This night, methinks, is but the day-light fick.

It looks a little paler ; *tis a day.

Such as the day is when the fun is hid.

Enter Bassanio, Anthoniq, Gratianq, and their

Followers ^

Eajff. We {houkl hold day with the Antipodes,

If you would walk in abfence of the fun.

Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light ;.

For a light wife doth make a heavy hufband,

And never be Balfanib fo for me ;

But, God fort all !—You are welcome home, my lord.

BaJJ\ I thank you, madam: give welcome to my
friend.

—

This is the man, this is Anthonro^

To; whom I am fo infinitely bounds

Por. You fhould in all fenfe be much botind to him, -

For,, as I hear, he was much bound for you.

Anth.. No more than I am well acquitted of.

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe :

It muft appear in other ways than words.

Therefore I fcant this breathing courtefy.

[Gr a t IAN O and N £ R i ssA feem to talk apart,.

Gra. By yonder moon, 1 fwear you do me wrong
\

In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk :

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part.

Since you do take it, love, fo much at heart.

Por. A quarrel, ho, already r what's the matter ?

Gra, About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring

That fhe did give me ; whofe poefy was

For all the world, like cutler's poetry

Upon a knife, Love me^ and leave me not.

Ner. What talk you of the poefy, or the value ?

You fwore to m.e, when I did give it you,

That you would wear it till your hour of death ;

And
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And that it fhould lie with you in your grave ".

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths.

You Ihould have been refpec^ive, and have kept it-

Gave it a judge's clerk i---but well I know.
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on his face that ka.d it,

Gra, He will, an if he live to be a man.

Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man.

Gra, Nov/, by this hand, I gave it to a youth,,

—

A kind of boy ; a little fcrubbed boy,

No higher than thyfelf, the judge's clerk ;

A prating boy, that begg'd it -as a fee;

I could not for my heart deny it him.

For. You were to blame, I vf\\\{k be plain wixh jmi»,

To part fo {lightly with your wife's hrif gift:

A thing (kick on with oaths upon your finger.

And rivet-ed with faith unto your fleia.

1 gave my love a .ring, and made him fwear

Never to part with it 4 and here he ftands :

I dare be fworn for him, he would not leave 'it.

Nor pluck it from bis linger, for the wealth

That the world mailers. Nov/, in faith, Gratianst,

You give your v/ii^ too unkind a caiife of grief.;
'

An 'twere to me, I fiiould be mad at it.

Baff. Why, I were beft to cut my left hand off,

And fwear, I loft the ring defending it. \Jlfi3.t^

Gra. My lord Ba^Fanio gave his ring away
Unto the judge that begg'd it, and, indeed,

Deferv'd it too ; and then the boy, his clerk.

That took fom.e pains in w^riting, he begg'd mine::

And neither man, nor maUer, v/ouid take aught

But the two rings.

For, What ring gave you, my lord?

Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me.

Baff. If I could add a lie unto a fault,

I would deny it, but you fee, my linger

fiath not the ring upon it— it is gone.

For. Even fo void is your falfe heart of truth.

By heaven, I will ne'er come into your bed

Until I fee the ring.

Ner. Nor I in yours,

^Xill I again fee mine.
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Bajf. Sweet Portia,

If you did know to whom I gave the rin^.

If you did know for whom I gave the ring.

And would conceive for what I gave the ringj^

And how unwillingly I left the ring.

When nought would be accepted but the ring.

You would abate the ftrcngth of your difpleafure^

Por, If you had known the virtue of the ring.

Or half her worthinefs that gave the ring.

Or your own honour to retain the ring,

You would not then have parted with the ring*

What man is there fo much unreafonabie.

If you had pleas'd to have defended it

With any terms of zeal, wanted the modefty
To ufge the thing held as a ceremony \

NerilTa teaches me what to believe
;

111 die for't, but fome woman had the ring.

Bajf. No, by mine honour, madam, by my foui^

No woman had it, but a civil doflor.

Who did refufe three thoufand ducats of me.
And begg'd the ring ; the which I did deny him.
And fuffer'd him to go difpleas'd away

j

Even he that had held up the very life

Of my dear friend. What fhould I fay, fweet lady ?

I was enforced to fend it after him

;

I was befet with fhame and courtefy

;

My honour would not let ingratitude

So much befmear it : Pardon me, good lady
;

For, by thefe bleffed candles of the night.

Had you been there, I think, you would have begg'd

The ring of me to give the worthy dodtor.

Par, Let not that do6lor e'er come near my houfe i

Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd.

And that which you did fwear to keep for me,
I will become as liberal as you

;

I'll not deny him any thing I have,

No, not my body, nor my hufband's bed

:

Know him I fhall, I am well fure of it

;

Lie not a night from home ; watch me, like Argus ;•

If you do not, if I be left alone.
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Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own,
I'll have that do6lor for my bed-fellow.

Ner, And I his clerk ; therefore be well advis'd.

How you do leave me to mine own prote6lion.

Gra. Well, do you fo ; let me not take him then
;

For, if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen.

Anth. I am the unhappy fubje6l of thefe quarrels.

For. Sir, grieve not you : You are welcome notwith^

Handing,

Bajf. Portia, forgive me this enforced v/rong
\

And, in the hearing of thefe many friends,

I fwear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes.

Wherein I fee myfelf,

—

.—
For, Mark you but that

!

In both mine eyes he doubly fees himfelf

:

In each eye, one :—fwear by your double felf.

And there's an oath of credit.

Baff] Nay, but hear me : '

Pardon this fault, and by my foul I fwear,

I never more will break an oath with thee,

Anth, I once did lend my body for his wealth
;

Which, but for him that had your hufband's ring,

[T'^ Portia.
Had quite mifcarry'd : I dare be bound again,

My foul upon the forfeit, that your lord

Will never more break faith advifedly.

Fo7', Then you fhall be his furety : Give him this
;

And bid him keep it better than the other.

Anth. Here, lord BafTanio ; fwear to keep this ring,

Bajf. By heaven, it is the fame I gave the do6lor i

For. I had it of him : pardon me, Baifanio \

For, by this ring, the doftor lay with me.

ISkr. And pardon me, my gentle Graiiano ;

For that fame fcrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk,

In lieu of this, laft night did lie with me.

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high-way
In fummer, where the ways are fair enough :

What ! are v/e cuckolds, ere we have deferv'd it ?

For. Speak not fo grofsly.—You are all amaz'd ;

Here is a letter, read it at your leifure
;

Jt comes from Padua, from Bellario

:

F There
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There you fhall find, that Portia was the do£lor;

Neriifa there, her clerk : Lorenzo, here.

Shall witnefs, I fet forth as foon as you.
And but even now return'd ; I have not yet

Enter'd my houfe.—Anthonio, you are welcome
;

And I have better news in ftore for you
Than you exped ; unfeal this letter foon

;

There you fhall find three of yoar argofies

Are richly come to harbour fuddenly :

You fhall not know by what ftrange accident

I chanced on this letter.

Anth. I am dumb.

Baj[f. Were you the doctor, and I knew you not ?

Gra. Were you the clerk that is to make me cuckold?
Ner. Ay ; but the clerk that never means to do it,

Unlefs he live until he be a man.

Baff. Sweet doctor, you fhall be my bedfellow
;

When I am abfent, then lie with my wife.

Anth. Sweet lady, you have given me life and living ;

For here I read for certain, that my fhips

Are fafely come to road.

For How now, Lorenzo ?

My clerk hath fome good comforts too for you.

Ncr. Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee.—

*

There do I give to you and Jeffica,

From the rich Jew, a fpecial deed of gift,

After his death, of all he dies polTefs'd of.

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way
Of ftarved people.

For. It is almoft morning,

And yet, I am fure, you are not fatisfy'd

Of rliefe events at full : Let us go in

;

And charge us there upon inter'gatories.

And we will anfwer all things faithfully.

Gra. Let it be fo: The firft inter'gatory,

That my NeriiTa fliall be fworn on, is.

Whether till the next night fhe had rather flay ;

Or go to bed now, being two hours to day :

But were the day come, I fhould wifh it dark.

That I were couching with the do6tor's clerk.

Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing

So fore, as keeping fafe Neriffa's ring, [^Exeunt omnes.
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TAMING OF THE SHREW.



Chara<3:ers in the Indudtion^

A Lord before whom the Play isfuppofed to be played.

Christopher Sly, a drunken Tinker.

Hffiefsi

PagCy Players^ Huntfmen^ and other Servants aitending on ft^

Lord. . . , .

DRAMATIS PERSONS.
MEN.

Baptista, Father to Kathartna and Bianca ; very rich.

ViNCENTio, an old Gentleman ofPifa.

LucENTio, Son to Vincentio^ in love with Bianca,

Petruchio, a Gentleman of Verona^ afuitor to Katharina\,

Gremio, I

p^^^,,,^,^, ^, 2ianca.
HORTENSIO, J

T>
' i Servants to Lucentio,

BlONDELLO, J

Grumio, Servant to Petruchio*

Pedant, an old Fellowfet up toperfonate Vincenlio.

WOMEN,
Katharina, the Shrew.

BiAViCA^ her fjler,

TFidow,

Tailor^ Haberdajher ; with fervants attending on Baptijia^

and Petruchio.

Scene, fometimes in Padue, and fometimes in Peiruchia'

Houfe in tbt Country,
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INDUCTION.
SCENE I. Before an Ahhoufe on a Hmh.

Enter Hojiefs and Sly,

Sly,

I'll pheefe you, in faith,

Hojl, A pair of flocks, yoii rogue !

Sly, Y'are a baggage ; the Slies are no rogues : Look
in the chronicles, we came in with Richard Conqueror*

Therefore, paucas pallabris ; let the v/orld Hide : SeJJa !

Hoft. You will not pay for the glafTes you have burft?

Sly, No, not a denier : Go by, Jeronimy ;—Go to thy

cold bed, and warm thee.

Hojt, I know my remedy^ I mull go fetch the third-

borough. [Exit,

Sly, Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll anfwer him
by law; I'll not budge an inch, boy; let him come, and
kindly. [Falls ajleep.

Wind Horns. Enter a Lordfrom Huntings with a Train.

Lord. Huntfman, I charge thee, tender well my hounds

:

Brach Merriman—the poor cur is imboft—
And couple Clowder v*^ith the deep-mouth'd brach.

Saw'ft thou notj boy, how Silver made it good
At the hedge-corner, in the coldeft fault?

I would not lofe the dog for twenty pound.
Hunt, Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord;

He erred upon it at the meerelt lofs,

And twice to-day pick'd out the dulleft fcent

:

Truft me, I take him for the better dog.

Lord,, Thou art a fool ; if Echo were as fleet,

I would efteem him worth a dozen fuch.

A 2 Bus
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But fup them well, and look unto them all

;

To-morrow I intend to hunt again.

Hunt, I will, my lord.

Lord. What's here ? one dead or drunk ? See, doth he

breathe ?

2 Hunt, He breathes, my lord: Were he not warmM
with ale,

This were a bed but cold to fleep (o foundly.

Lord, O monftrous beaft ! how like a fwine he lies ?

Grim death, how foul and loathfome is thine image!—
Sirs, I will pracSlife on this drunken man.
What think you, if he were convey'd to bed,

Wrap'd in fweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers,

A moft delicious banquet by his bed.

And brave attendants near him when he wakes,

Would not the beggar then forget himfelf ?

1 Huni. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot choofe.

2 Hunt. It would feem ftrange unto him when he wak'd.

Lord, Even 'as a flattering dream', or worthlefs fancy.

Then take him up, and manage well the jeft :

—

Carry him gently to my faireft chamber.

And hang it round with all my wanton pictures :

Balm his foul head with warm diftilled waters.

And burn fweet wood to make the lodging fweet

:

Procure me mufick ready when he wakes,

To make a dulcet and a heavenly found ;

And if he chance to fpeak, be ready ftraight,

And, with a low fubmiffive reverence,

Say—What is it your honour will command ?

Let one attend him with a filver bafon.

Full of rofe-water, and beftrew'd with flow'rs;

Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper,

And fay ^^Will't pleafe your Lordfhip cool your hands ?

Some one be ready with a coftly fuit,

And afk him what apparel he will wear

;

Another tell him of his hounds and horfe.

And that his lady mourns at his difeafe

:

Perfuade him that he hath been lunatick ;

And, when he fays he is fay that he dreams,
For he is nothing but a mighty lord.

This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs j

It
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It will be paftime pafling excellent,

If it be hufbanded with modefty.

I Hunt. My lord, I warrant you we'll play our part.

As he fhall think, by our true diligence,

He is no lefs than what we fay he is.

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with LIm

;

And each one to his office, when he wakes.

—

[Some bear out Sly. Sound Trumpets,
Sirrah, go fee what trumpet 'tis that founds :—

•

Belike, fome noble gentleman, that means,

[Exit S^rvantf

Travelling fome journey, to repofe him here.

—

Re-enter a Servant.

How now ? who is it ?

Ser. An't pleafe your honour, players,

'That offer fervice to your lordfhip.

Lord, Bid them come near :

—

Enter Players,

Now, fellows, you are welcome.

Play. We thank your honour.

Lord. Do you intend to ftay with me to-night ?

2 Play. So pleafe your Lordfhip to accept our duty.

Lord. With all my heart. This fellow I remember,
Since once he play'd a farmer's eldeft fon j—
'Twas where you woo'd the gentlewoman fo well

:

I-have forgot your name ; but, fure, that part

Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd.

Sincklo. I think 'twas Soto that your honour means.
Lord. 'Tis very true ;—thou didft it excellent.-^

Well, you are come to me in happy time ;

The rather for I have fome fport in hand,

Wherein your cunning can aflift me much.
There is a lord will hear you play to-night

;

But I am doubtful of your modefties

;

Left, over- eying of his o^d behaviour

(For yet his honour never heard a play),

You break into fome merry paflion,

And fo ofFend him : for I tell you, firs.

If you Ihould fmile, he grows impatiento

A3 pia^
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Play. Fear notj my lord ; we- can contain curfelves^

Were he the verieft antick in the world.

Lord. Go, firrah, take thern to the buttery,

And give them friendly welcome every one :

Let them vi^ant notaing that my houfe affords.

—

[E.xh one with the Players*

Sirrah, go you to Bartholomev/ my page,

And fee him drefs'd in all fuits like a lady:

That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamberj

And call him—madam, do him obeifance.

Tell him from me (as he will win my love)

He bear himfelf with honourable action.

Such as he hath obferv'd in noble ladies

Unto their lords, by them accomplifhed :

Such duty to the drunkard let him do,

With foft low tongue, and lowly courtefy ;

And fay—What is't your honour will command.
Wherein your lady, and your humble wjfe.

May fhew her duty, and make known her love ?

And then—with kind embracements, tempting kifleSj

And with declining head into his bofom—

^

Bid him fhed tears, as being overjoy'd

To fee her noble lord reflor'd to health.

Who for tv\^ice kvQw years hath efteem'd him
No better than a poor and loathfome beggar

:

A nd if the boy have not a woman's gift.

To rain a jQiov/er of commanded tears,

An onion will do v/ell for fuch a fhift

;

Which in a napkin being clofe convey'd.

Shall in defpight enforce a watry eye.

See this difpatch'd with all the hade thou canfi;

;

Anon ril give thee more iriilructions.—i

—

{Exit Servant,

I know the boy will well ufurp the grace.

Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman :

I long to hear him call the drunkard, hufband ;

And how my men will .ftay themfelves from laughter.

When they do homage to this fmiple peafant.

ril in to counfel them : haply, my prefencc

May well abate the over-merry fpleen.

Which other Vvife would grow into extremes. \_Exh Lord.

SCENE
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ii C E N E IJ. .
yf -Kflcw //I //^^ Lord's houfe,

/^iter V^LY^ with i^tiendanis^ fame with Apparel^ Baforiy and

'Ezv2)\ <inil other Appnrtenances , Re-enter Lord*

Sly., For God's fake, a pot of fmall ale.

1 'M'.m, Will't pleaie your lordihip drink a cup of fack ?

2 Man. Will't pleafe your honour tafte of thefe con-

lerves ?

3 Man. What raiment will your honour wear to-day ?

Sly, Iain Chriilophero Sly: call not me—honour, nor

lordihip : I nt'er drank fack in my life; and if you give me
any conferves, give me conferves of beef : Ne'er alk me
what raiment I'll wear; for I have no more doublets than

backs, no more ilockings than legs, nor r.o more fhoes than

feet ; nay, fometimes, more feet than ftioes, or fuch fhoes

as my toes look through tKe overleather.

Lord, Heaven ceafe this idle humour in your honour

!

Oh, that a mighty man, cf fuch defcent.

Of fuch pofleiHons, and fo high efteem.

Should be infufed Vv^ith fo foul a fpirit

!

Sly, What, would you make me mad ? Am not I Chri-

ftopher Sly, old Sly's fon of Burton-Heath ; by birth a

pedlar, by education a card-maker, by tranfmutatign a bear-

herd, and now by ptefent profelTion a tinker ? Aik Marian
Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if (he know me not

:

if fhe fay I am not fourteenpence on the fcore for fneer ale,

fcore me up for the lying'ft kijave in Chriftendom. What,
I am notbeftraught : Here's

' I Man, Oh, this it is that makes your lady mourn.

2 Man. Oh, this it is that makes your fervants droop.

Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred fhun your

houfe,

As beaten hence by your ftrange lunacy.

Oh, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth ;

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banifliment,

Andbanifh hence thefe abject lowly dreams :

Look, how thy fervants do attend on thee,

Each in his office ready at thy beck.

"Wilt thou have mufick ? hark ! Apollo plays, [Mufuk.
And twenty caged nightingales do fing :

Or wilt thou fleep ? we'll have thee to a couch.

Softer and fweeter than the luftful bed

A 4 On
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On purpofe trlmm'd for Semlramis.

Say, thou wilt walk 5 we will beftrow the ground:

Or wilt thou ride ? thy horfes fhall be trapp'd,

Their harnefs ftudded all with gold and pearl.

Doft thou love hawking ? thou haft hawks, will foar

Above the morning lark : Or wilt thou hunt ?

Thy hounds fhall make the welkin anfwer them,

And fetch thrill echoes from the hollow earth.

J Man. Say, thou wilt courfe ; thy greyhounds are as

fwift

As breathed flags, ay, fleeter than the roe.

2 Man, Doft thou love pictures ? we will fetch thee

ftraight

Adonis, painted by a running brook

;

And Cytherea all in fedges hidj

Which feem to move and wanton with her breath.

Even as the waving fedges play with wind.

Lord, We'll fhew thee fo, as fhe was a maid j

And how fhe was beguil'd and furpris'd,

As lively painted as the deed was done.

3 Man. Or Daphne, roaming through a thorny wood}
Scratching her legs, that one fhall fwear fhe bleeds ;

And at that fight fhall fad Apollo weep.

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn.

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord :

Thou haft a lady far more beautiful

'I'han any woman in this waining age.

1 Man. And, 'till the tears that fhe hath fhed for thee,

Like envious floods, o'er-ran her lovely face,

She was the faireft creature in the world \

And yet fhe is inferior to none.

Sly. Am I a lord ? and have I fuch a lady ?

Or do I dream? or have I dream'd 'till now ?

I do not fleep : I fee, I hear, I fpeak

;

I fmell fweet favours, and I feel foft things :

—

Upon my life, lama lord, indeed

;

And not a tinker, nor Chriftopher Sly.

Well, bring our lady hither to our fight;

And once again, a pot o'the fmalleft ale.

2 Man. Will't pleafe your mightinelTes to wafh your
hands ?

Oh,
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Ohj how we joy to fee your wit reftor'd !

Oh, that once more you knew but what you are

!

Thefe fifteen years you have been in a dream ;

Or, when you wak'd, fo wak'd as if you flept.

Sly. Thefe fifteen years ! by my fay, a goodly nap.

But did I never fpeak of all that time ?

I Man, Oh, yes, my lord ; but very idle words :—
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber.

Yet would you fay, ye were beaten out of door i

And rail upon the hoftefs of the houfe

;

And fay, you would prefent her at the leet,

Becaufe fhe brought ftone-jugs, and no feai'd quarts :

Somtimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket.

Sly, Ay, the woman's maid of the houfe.

3 Man. Why, fir, you know no houfe, nor no fach

inaid;

Nor no fuch men, as you have reckon'd up

—

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece,

And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell

;

And tv/enty more iuch names and men as thefe.

Which never were, nor no man ever fav/.

Sly. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends!
Ail. Amen.
Sly, I tliank thee ; thou fiialt not lofe by it.

Enter the Page, as a Lady, with Juendants,

Lady. How fares my noble lord ?

Sly^ Marry, I fare well ; for here is cheer enough.

Where is my wife ?

Lady. Here, noble lord : What is thy will with her ?

Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me—hufband ?

My men fhould call me—lord, I am your good man.

Lady. My hufband and my lord, my lord and hufoand ;

I am your wife in all obedience.

Sly. I know it well : What muft I call her ?

Lord. Madam.
Sly. Alee madam, or Joan madam ?

Lord. Madam, and nothing elfe ; fo lords call ladies.

Sly. Madam wife, they fay that I have dream'd andilept

Above fome fifteen years ^and rhore.

Lady, Ay, and the time feems thirty unto me ;

Being all this time abandoned from your bed.

Sly.
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Sly. 'Tis much ; — Servants, leave me and her a]one-«»

l^ladam, undrefs you, and come now to-bed.

Lady. Thrice, noble lord, let me entreat of you.

To pardon me yet for a night or two j

Or, if not fo, until the fun be fet

:

For your phyficians have exprefsly charg'd.

In peril to incur your former malady.

That I fhould yet abfent me from your bed :

1 hope this rea'fon ftands for my excufe.

Sly. Ay, it ftands fo, that I may hardly tarry fo long.

But I would be loth to fall into my dreams again; I will

tiierefore tarry, in defpight of the flelh and the blood.

Enter a MeJJcnger,

Mef, Your honour's players, hearing your amendment.
Are come to play a pleafant comedy,

For fo your doctors hold it very meet

;

Seeing too m.uch fadnefs hath congeal'd your blood.

And melancholy is the nurfe of frenzy.

Therefore they thought ij: good you hear a play,

And frame your mind to mirth and merriment,

Which bars a thoufand harms, and lengthens life,

Sly, Marry, I will ; let tl)em play it: Is not a commonty
a Chriftmas gambol, or a tumbling trick ?

Lady» No, my o-ood lord ; it is more plcafing fluff.

%. What, hoiuehold fluff?

Lady, It is a kind of hiftory.

Sly, Weil, we'll fee't : Come, madam wife, fit by my
lide, and let the world flip ; we fhall ne'er be younger.

ACT I.

SCENE I. A Street hi Padua.

Fhttrijh. Enter Lucentio a?id his Man Traniq,
Liicentio,

Tranio, fmce— for the great defire I had

To fee fair Padua, nurfery of arts

—

1 am arriv'dfor fruitful Lombardy,

The plcaiant garden of great Laly
;

And, by my father's love and leave, am arm'd
With his good v.- ill, and thy good company.

Moil trufty feryant, well approved- in all j

Here
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Here let us breathe, and happily inftitute

A courfe of learnmg and ingenious ftudies.

Pifa, renowned for grave citizens,

Gave me my being, and my father firfl:,

A merchant of great traffick through the world,

Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii.

Vincentio his fon, brought up in Florence,

It fhall become, to ferve all hopes conceiv'd,

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds

:

^ nd therefore, Tranio, for the time I ftudy^

Virtue, and that part of philofophy

Will I apply, that treats of happinefs

By virtue Tpecially to be achieved.

Tell me thy mind : fori have Pifa left,

And am to Padua come ; as he that leaves

A fhallow plafh, to plunge him in the deep.

And with fatiety feeks to quench his thirft,

Tra. 3/<? ^^r^^«^/5, gentle mailer mine,

I am in all afFe6led as yourfelf j

Glad that you thus continue yourrefolve.

To fuck the fweets of fweet philofophy.

Only, good mafter, while v/e do admire

This virtue, and this moral difcipline,

Let's be no ftoicks, nor no flocks, I pray

;

Or fo devote to Ariftotle's checks.

As Ovid be an outcaft quite abjurM :

Talk logick with acquaintance that you hav^.

And praitife rhetorick in your common talk \

Mufick, and poefy, ufe to quicken you ;

The mathematicics, and the metaphyficks,

Fall to them, as you find your ftomach ferves you z

No profit grows, where is no pleafure ta'en ;—

—

In brief, fir, fludy what you moft afFeft.

Luc, Gramercies, Tranio, well deft thou advife.

If, Biondello, thou wert come alhore,

We could at once put us in readinefs
;

And take a lodging, fit to entertain

Such friends as time in Padua fhall beget,

put ftay a while : What company is this ?

Tra, Mafter, fome (how, to v/ekome us to town.
Enter
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Enter Baptista, with Katharine andBiAKCA, Gre-
Mio flW HoRTENsio. LucENTio and T^Amo f.arj
by.

Bap, Gentlemen, importune me no farther.

But how I firmly am refolvM you know

;

Xhat is not to beflow my youngeft daughter.

Before I have a huiband for the elder :

If either of you both love Katharina,

Becaufe I know you well, and love you well,

liCave fhall you have to court hef at your pleafure.

'

Gre* To cart her rather : She's too rough for me :

There, there, Hortenfio, wiii you any wife I

Kath, I pray you, fir, is it your will

To make a ftale ©f me amongft thefe mates ?

Hor. Mates, maid ! how mean you that ? no mates for

you,

Unlefs you were of genuei, milder mould.

Kath. I'faith, fir, you fhall never need to fear ?

I- wis, it is not half way to her heart

:

But, if it were, doubt not, her care fliall be
To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd ftool.

And paint your face, and ufe you like a fool.

Hor, From all fuch devils, good Lord, deliver us !

Gre, And me too, good Lord

!

Tra. Hufh, matter ; here is fome good paftime to-ward j

That wench is ftark mad, or wonderful froward.

Luc, But in the other's fdence I do/ee

Maid's mild behaviour and fobriety.

Peace, Tranio.

Tra, Well faid, mafter ; mum ! and gaze your filU

Bap, Gentlemen, that I may foon make good
What I have faid Bianca, get you in :

And let it not difpleafe thee, good Bianca

;

For I will love thee ne'er the lefs, my girj.

Kath. A pretty peat ! 'tis beft

Put finger in the eye—an fhe knew why.
Bian. Sifter, content you in my difcontent.—

?

Sir, to your pleafure humbly I fubfcribe :

My books and inftruments Ihall be my company^
On them to look, and praclifs by myfelf.

Luc,
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' Luc, Hark, Tranio ! thou may'fl hear Minerva fpeak.

Nor. SIgnlor Baptifta, will you be fo ftrange ?

Sorry am I, that our will effects

Bianca's grief.

Gre. Why, will you mew her up ?

Signior Baptifta, for this fiend of hell,

And make her bear the penance of her tongue ?

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye ; I am refolv'd :

Go in, Bianca. , lExit Bianca.
And for I know, fhe taketh moft delight

In mufick, inftruments, and poetry,

School-mafters will I keep within my houfe,

Fit to initru(£l her youth. If you, Hortenfio—
Or fignior Gremio, you—know any fuch.

Prefer them hither ; for to cunning men
I will be very kind, and liberal

To mine ov/n children in good bringing-up ;

And fo farewell, Katharine, you may flay ;

For I have more to commune vAth Bianca. [Exit,

Kath. Why, and, I truft, I may go too : May I notf

What, fhall I be appointed hours : as though, belike, I

knew not what to take, and what to leave ? Ha ! [Exit,

Gre. You may go to the devil's dam ; your gifts are fo

good, here is none will hold you. Their love is not fo

great, Hortenfio, but we may blow our nails together, and
fall: it fairly out ; our cake's dough on both fides. Fare-
well :—Yet, for the love I bear my fweet Bianca, if I can
by any means light on a fit man, to teach her that wherein
fhe delights, I will wilh him to her father.

Hor. So will I, fignior Gremio: But a word, I pray.

Though the nature of our quarrel never yet brook'd parle,

know now, upon advice, it toucheth us both—that we may
yet again have accefs to our fair miftrefs, and be happy
rivals in Bianca's love—to labour and effect: one 'fpecially.

Gre. What's that, I pray ?

Hor. Marry, fir, to get a hufband for her fifter,

Gre. A hufband ! a devil.

Hor. I fay a hufband.

Gre. I fay a d^vil : Think'ft thou, Hortenfio, though

her
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her father be very rich, any man is fo very a fool to he
married to hell ?

Hor, Tufh) Gremio ! though it pafs your patience and
mine to endure her loud alarums, why, man, there be good
fellows in the v^^orld, an a man could light on them, would
take her with all her faults, and money enough.

Gre, I cannot tell : but I had as lief take her dow^ry vi'ith

this condition—^to be whipp'd at the high crofs every

morning.

Hor* Faith^ as you fay^ there's fmall choice in rotten

apples. But, come ; fmce this bar in law makes us friends,

it ihall be fo far forth friendly maintain'd— 'till by helping

Baptifta's eldeli daughter to a hufband, we fet his young-
eft free for a hufband, and then have to't afrefh.—Sweet
Bianca !—Happy man be his dole ! He that runs fafteft

gets the ring. How fay you, Signior Gremio ?

Gre» I am agreed: and 'would I had given him the beft

horfe in Padua to begin his wooing, that would thoroughly

woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the houfe of her.

Come on.

[Exeunt Gremio and HoRTENSiOo
Mwient Tranio and Lucentio.

^ra. I pray, fir, tell me—Is it poiTible

That love fliould of a fudden take fuch hold ?

Luc, Oh, Tranio 'till I found it to be true,

1 never thought it poflible, or likely ;

But fee ! while idly I ftood looking on,

I found the efFe61: of love in idlenefs :

And now in plainnefs do confefs to thee

—

That art to me as fecret, and as dear,

As Anna to the queen of Carthage was—

^

Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perifh Tranio,

if I achieve not this young modeft girl

:

Counfel me, Tranio, for I know thou canll:

Aflift me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt.

TVtf . Mafter, it is no time to chide you now |

Affedion is not rated from the heart

:

If love have touch'd you, nought remains but fo^

Redime te captum quam queas tninimo.

Luc. Gramercies, lad ; go forward : this contents i

Th€ reft will comfort, for thy counfel's found.

Tra.
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fra* Mafcer, you look'd fo longly on the maid.

Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all.

Luc. O yes, I faw fweet beauty in her face,

Such as the daughter of Agenor had.

That made great Jove to humble him to her hand.

When with his knees he kifs'd the Cretan ftrand.

Tra, Saw you no more ? m.ark'd you not how h^
fifter

Began to fcold ; and raife up fuch a florm,

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ?

Luc. Tranio, I faw her coral lips to move.

And with her breath fhe did perfume the air ;

Sacred and fweet was all I faw in her.

Tra. Nay, then, 'tis time to ftir him from his trance,

I pray, awake, fir : If you love the maid,

Bend thoughts and wits to atchieve her. Thus it fcands :—=»

Her eldeft fifter is fo curft and ftirew'd,

That, 'till the father rid his hands of her,

Mafter, your love muft live a maid at home 5

And therefore has he clofely mew'd her up,

Becaufe fhe fhall not be annoy'd with fuitors.

Luc, Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father's he !

But art thou not advis'd, he took fome care

To get her cunning fchool-mafters to inftru6l her ?

Tra. Ah, marry, am. I, fir j and now 'tis plotted,

Luc. I have it, Tranioj

Tra, Mafter, for my hand.

Both our inventions meet andjumjgin on^.

Luc. Tell me thine firft.

Tra. You will be fchool- mafter.

And undertake the teaching of the maid :

That's your device.

Luc. It is : May it be done ?

Tra. Not poiTible : For who fhall bear your part.

And be in Padua here Vincentio's fon ?

Keep houfe, and ply his book ; v/elcome his friends }

Vifit his countrymen, and banquet them ?

Luc. Bafta; content thee ; for I have it full.

We have not yet been ken in any houfe ;

Nor can we be diftinguifti'd by our faces,

J'or man or mafter ; thfn it follows thus j—-

4 Thou
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Thou fhalt be mafter, Tranio, in my ftead,

Keep houfe, and port, and fervants, as I Ihould

:

I will fome other be; fome Florentine,

Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Pifa.

—

'Tis hatch'd, and ihall be (o :—Tranio, at once

Uncafe thee ; take my colour'd hat and cloak :

When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ;

But I will charm him firft to keep his tongue.

Tra. So had you need, [^They exchange habits*

In brief, fir, fith it your pleafure is,

And I am ty'd to be obedient

(For fo your father charg'd me at our parting i

Befervlceable to my Joriy quoth he,

Although, I think, 'twas in another fenfe) ;

I am content to be Lucentio,

Becaufe fo well I love Lucentio.

Luc, Tranio, be fo, becaufe Lucentio loves t

And let me be a flave, to achieve that maid

Whofe fudden fight hath thrall'd my wounded eye.

Enter Biondello*

Here comes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you been?

Bion. Where have I been ? Nay, how now, where are

you ?

Mafter, has my fellow Tranio ftoln your clothes ?

Or you ftoln his ? or both ? pray, w^hat's the news ?

Luc. Sirrah, come hither ; 'tis no time to jeft,

And therefore frame your manners to the time.

Your fellow Tranio, here, to fave my life,

puts my apparel and my countenance on,

And I for my efcape have put on his ;

For, in a quarrel, fmce I came aftiore,

I kill'd a man, and fear I am defcry'd

:

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes.

While I make way from hence to fave my life :

You underftand me ?

Bion. Ay, fir, ne'er a whit.

Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth

;

Tranio is chang'd inta Lucentio.

Bim. The better for him : 'Would I were fo too!

Trao
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Tra, So would Ij faith boy, to have the next wlfh after—

•

That Lucentio indeed had Baptifta*s youngeft daughter,

^ut, firrah—not for my fake, but your mafter's—I advife

Vou ufe your manners difcreetly in all kind of companies :

When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio :

But in all places elfe, your mafter Lucentio.

Luc, Tranio, let's go :

—

One thing more refts, that thyfelf execute ;
—

To make one among thefe wooers : If thou afk me why-r
Sufficeth, my reafons are both good and v/eighty.

[Exeunt,

I Man. My lord, you nod ; you do not mind the play.

Sly. Yes, hy faint Anne^ do L J good matter^ furelyy
Comes there any more of it ?

Page. My Lord, 'tis but begun*

Sly. ^Tis a very excellent piece of work\ fnadam lady ;

Would it were done I

SCENE II. Before Hortensio'j Houfe in Padua,

Enter Petruchio ^w^GrumiOo

Pet. Verona, for a while I take my leave, '

To fee my friends in Padua ! but, of all,

My beft beloved and approved friend,

HortenfiQ ; and, I trow, this is his houfe :—

•

Here, firrah Grumio ; knock, 1 fay.

Gru* Knock, fir ! whom fhould I knock ? is there an'f

man has rebus'd your worfliip ?

Pet, Villain, I fay, knock me here foundly.

Gru. Knock you here, fir? why, fir, what am I, fir.

That I fhould knock you here, fir ?

Pet: Villain, I fay, knock me at this gate,

And rap me v/ell, or I'll knock your knave's pate.

Gru, My mafter is grown quarrelfome: I fhould knock
you firft.

And then I know after who comes by the worft.

Pet. Will it not be ?

Faith, firrah, an you'll not kriock, I'll ring it -,

I'll try how you c?infolyfa^ and fing it.

[ He wrings him by the ears-

Gru, Helpj raafters, help ! my mafter is mad.
B PeU
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Pit. Now knock when 1 bid you : firrah ! villain!

Enter Hortensio.

Hffr, How now ? what's the matter ?—My old friend

Grumio ! and my good friend Petruchio !—How do you
all at Verona ?

Pet. Signior Hortenfio, come you to part the fray I Con
tutto it core ben trovato^ may I fay.

Hor.- j^lla nojlra eafa ben venuto,

Molto honoratoftgnor mio Petruchio,

Rife^ Grumio, rife ; we will compound this quarrel,

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he 'leges in Latin.—^If

this be not a lawful caufe for me to leave his fervice—Look
you, fir—he bid me knock him,' and rap him foundly, fir:

Well, was it fit for a fervant to ufe his mafter fo; being,

perhaps (for ought I fee), two and thirty—a pip out I

Whom, would to God, I had well knock'd at firft,

Then had not Grumio come by the worft.

Pet. A fenfelefs villain !—Good Hortenfio,
I bid the rafcal knock upon your gate,

And could not get him for my heart to do it.

Gru, Knock at the gate ?—O heavens !

Spake you not thefe words plain

—

Sirrah^ knock me here^

P.ap me here^ knock me well^ and knock me foundly ?
And come you now with— knocking at the gate ?

Pet, Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advife you.

Hori Petruchio, patience ; I am Grumio's pledge :

Why, this is a heavy chance 'twixt him and you j

Your ancient, trufty, pleafant fervant Grumio.
And tell me now, fweet friend—what happy gale

Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ?

Pet. Such wind as fcatters young men through the

world,

To feek their fortunes farther than at home.
Where fmall experience grows. But, in a few,
Signior Hor-tenfio, thus it ftands with me ;—

-

Antonio, my father, is deceas'd
;

And I have thruft myfelf into this maze,
Happly to wive, and thrive, as beft I may :

Crowns in my purfe I have, and goods at home.
And fo am come abroad to fee the world.

Hor^
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Hor. Petruchio, fliall I then come roundly to thee,

And wifh thee to a fhrewd ill-favour'd wife ?

Thoud'ft thank me but a little for my counfel

:

And yet 1*11 promife thee fhe fhall be rich.

And very rich :—but thou'rt too much my friend,

And ril not wifh thee to her.

Pet, Signior fitortenfio, 'twi.xtfuch friends as we
Few words fuffice : and, therefore, if thou know
One rich enough to be Petruchio' s wife

(As wealth is burden of my wooing dance),

Be fhe as foul as was Florentiiis' love,

As old as Sibyl, and as curft and fhrewd

As Socrates' Xantippe, or a worfe,

She moves me not, or not removes, at leafi-^

Affe6tion's edge in me, were fhe as rough

As are the fuelling Adriatick feas :

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua 5

If wealthily, then happily in Padua.

Gru. Nay, look you, fir, he tells you flatly what his

mind is : Why, give him gold enough, and marry him to a

puppet, or an aglet baby ; or an old trot with ne'er a tooth

in her head, though fhe have as many difeafes as two and
fifty horfes : why nothing comes amifs, fo money comes
withal.

Hor. Petruchio, fmce we have flept thus far in,

I will continue that I broach'd in jeft.

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife

With wealth enough^ and young, and beauteous j

Brought up, as beft becomes a gentlewoman :

Her only fault (and that is fault enough)
Is—that fhe is intolerably curfl.

And fhrewd, and froward j fo beyond all meafure,

That, were my ftate far worfer than it is,

I would not wed her for a mine of gold.

Pet. Hortenfio, peace i thou know'ift not gold's efFe^Sl:—
Tell me her father's name,* and 'tis enough

;

For I will board her, though fhe chide as loud
As thunder, wh6n the clouds in autumn crack.

Hor. Her father is Baptifla Minola,
An affable and courteous gentleman:

B2 Her
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Her name is Katharina Minola,

Renown'd in Padua for her fcolding tongue.

Pet. I know her father, thtjugh I know not her ;;

And he knew my deceafed father well :—
I will not fleep, Hortenfio, till I fee her ;

And therefore let me be thus bold with you,

To give you over at this firft encounter,

Unlefs you will accompany me thither.

Gru, I pray you, fir, let him go while the humour laftsr

O' my word, an fhe knew him as well as I do, fhe would

think fcolding would do little good upon him : She may,

perhaps, call him half a fcore knaves, or io : why that's

nothing ; an he begin once, he'll rail in his rope-tricks.

I'll tell you what, fir—an fhe ftand him but a little, he will

throw a figure in her face, and fo disfigure her with it, that

fhe fhall have no more eyes to fee withal than a cat : Yois-

know him nor, fir.

Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I muft go with thee ^

For in Baptifta's keep my treafure is

:

He hath the jewel of my life in hold.

His youngeft daughter, beautiful Bianca ;

And her withholds he from me, and other more
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love :

Suppofmg it a thing impoffible

(For thofe defefts I have before rehears'd).

That ever Katharina will be wco'd.

Therefore this order hath Baptifta ta'en ;—
That none fhall have accefs unto Bianca,

'Till Katharine the curfl have got a hufband.

Gru, Kathari^ie the cmft !

A title for a maid, of all titles the worft,

Hor. Now fhall my friend Petruchio do me grace 5-

And offer me, difguis'd in fober robes,

To old Baptifla as a fchool-mafter

Well feen in mufick, to inftrudt Bianca :

That fo I may by this device, at leafl,

Have leave and leifure to make love to her,

And, unfufpe^ed, court her by herfelf.

E?2ter
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Enkr Gremiq, and Lucentio dlfguWd^ with Booh under

his Arm,

Gru. Here's no knavery ! See ; to beguile the old folks,

iiow the young folks lay their heads together! Mafter,

mafter, look about you : Who goes there ? ha !

Hor. Peace, Grumio ; 'tis the rival of my love :•?—

Petruchio, ftand by a while.

Gru, A proper ftrippling, and an amorous !.

Gre» O, very well ; I have perus'd the note.

Hark you, fir ; I'll have them very fairly bound

:

All books of love, fee that at any hand;

And fee you read no other ledures to her :

You underftand me :—Ovej and befide

Signior Baptifta's liberality,

I'JI mend it with a largefs :—Take your papers tooj

And let me have them very well perfum'd;
For fhe is fweeter than perfume itfelf,

To whom they go. V/hat will you read to her ?

Luc. Whatever I read to her, I'll plead for you.

As for my patron (ftand you fo afl'ur'd),

As firmly as yourfelf were ftill in place :

Yea, and (perhaps) with more fuccefsful words
Than you, unlefs you were a fcholar, fir.

Gre, O this learning I what a tbing it is

!

Gru. O this woodcock ! what an afs it is !

Fet, Peace, firrah.

Hor, Grumio, mum !—God ^ve you, fignior Gremio 1

Gre. And you are wejl met, fignior Hortenfio. Trow
you

vVhither I am going ?—To Baptifta Minok,
I promis'd to inquire carefully

About a fchool-mafter for the fair Bianca :

And, by good fortune, I have lighted well

On this young man 3 for learning, and behaviour.

Fit for her turn ; well read in poetry.

And other books—good ones, I warrant you.
Hfjr. 'Tis well : and I have met a gentleman.

Hath promis'd me to help me to another,

A fine mufician to inftru(3: our miftrefs :

So fhall I no whit be behind in duty

To fair Bianca, fobelov'd of me.
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Gre. Belov'd of me—and that my deeds fhall prove.

Gru. And that his bags fhall prove. [Jftde*

Hor. Gremio, 'tis now no time to vent our love

:

Liften to me, and, if you fpeak me fair,

rii tell you news indifferent good for either.

Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met.

Upon agreement from us to his liking,

Will undertake to woo curft Katharine ;

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleafe.

Gre. So faid, fo done, is well :

—

Hortenfio, have you told him all her faults ?

Pet. I know ihe is an irkfome brawling fcold ;

If that be all, mafters, I hear no harm.

Gre, No, fay'f} me fo, friend ? What countryman ?

Pet, Born in Verona, old Antonio's fon

;

My father dead, my fortune lives for me ;

And I do hope good days, and long, to fee.

Gre, Oh, fir, fuch a life, with fuch a vs^ife, were ftrange :

But, if you have a ftomach, to't, o' God's name
You fhall have me aflifting you in alJ,

But will you woo this wild cat ?

Pet, Will I live ?

Gru. Will he woo her 1 ay, or I'll hang her. \_Afidit

Pet. Why came I Either, but to that intent ?

Think you a little din can daunt mine ears ?

Have I not in my time heard lions roar ?

Have I not heard the fea, puff 'd up with winds,

Rage like an angry boar, chafed with fweat ?

Have I not heard great ordnance in the field, ^^

And heaven's artillery thunder in the fkies ?

Have I not in a pitched battle heard

Loud 'larums, neighing fleed-, and trumpets' clang?

And do you tell me of a woman's tongue

;

That gives not half fo great a blow to the earj

As will a chefnut in a farmer's fire ?

Tufh, tufh ! fear boys with bugs.

Gru. For he fears none. [Afide.

Gre. HortenfiO, hark !

This gentleman is happily arriv'd.

My mind prcfumes, for his own good, and ours.
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Hor, I promis'd, we would be contributors.

And bear his charge of wooing, whatfoe'er.

Gre. And fo we will ;
provided that he win her.

Gru, I would I were as fure of a good dinner. l^Jfide^

To them Tranio bravely appareWd^ and Biondello.

Tra, Gentlemen, God fave you ! If I may be bold.

Tell me, I befeech you, which is the readieft way
To the houfe of fignior Baptifta Minola ?

Gre, He that has the two fair daughters ? is't he you

mean ?

Tra, Even he. Biondello!

Gre. Hark you, fir : You mean not her to '—

^

Tra. Perhaps, him and her, fir : What have you to do?

Pet, Not her that chides, fir, at any hand, I pray.

Tra, I love no chiders, fir : Biondello, let's away.

Luc, Well begun, Tranio. \_AfJe»

Hor, Sir, a word ere you go :—
Are you a fuitor to the maid you talk of, yea, or no ?

Tra, An if I be, fir, is it any offence ?

Gre, No ; if witheut more words you will get you hence.

Tra, Why, fir, I pray, are not the ftreets as free

For me as for you ?

Gre, But fo is not fhe.

Tra. For what reafon, I befeech you ?

Gre, For this reafon, if you'll know ; «•

That (he's the choice love of fignior Gremio.
Hor» That fhe's the chofen of fignior Hortenfio,

Tra. Softly, my mafters ! if you be gentlemen,

Do me this right—hear me with patience.

Baptifta is a noble gentleman,

To whom my father is not all unknown

;

And were his daughter fairer than (he is,

She may more fuitors have, and me for one.
Fair Leda's daughter had a thoufand wooers ;

Then well one more may fair Bianca have :

And fo fhe fhall; Lucentio fhall make pne.

Though Paris came, in hope to fpeed alone."

Gre, What ! This gentleman will out-talk us all.

Lkc, Sir, give him head ; I know he'll prove a jade,

Pet. Hortenfio* to what end are all thefe words ?
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Hor* Sir, let me be fo bold as to afk you.

Did you yet ever fee Baptifta's daughter ?

Tra, No, fir; but hear I do, that he hath twa:

The one as famous for a fcolding tongue,

As the other is for beauteous modefty.

Pet. Sir, fir, the firft for me; let her go by.

Gre, Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules j

And let it be more than Alcides' twelve.

Pet, Sir, underftand you this of me, infooth ;—
The youngeft daughter, v^hom you hearken for,

Her father keeps from all accefs of fuitors 5

And will not promife her to any man,

Until the eldefl fifter firft be wed

:

The younger then is free, and not before.

Tra. If it be fo, fir, that you are the man
Muft ftead us all, and me amongft the reft

;

An if you break the ice, and do this feat

—

Achieve the elder, fet the younger free

For our accefs—whofe hap ftiall be to have h^r.

Will not fo grace] efs be, to be ingrate.

Hor, Sir, you fay well, and well you do conceive

:

And fince you do profefs to be a fuitor,

You muft, as we do,* gratify this gentleman.

To whom we all reft generally beholden.

Tra. Sir, I fliall not be flack: in fign whereof,

Pleafe ye we may contrive this afternoon,

And quaff caroufes to ourmiftrefs's health j

And do as adverfaries do in law

—

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends.

Gru. O excellent motion ! Fellows, let's begone,

Hor. The motion's good indeed, and be it fo;

—

Petruchio, I fhall be your ben venuto, {^Exeuni^

ACT II.

SCENE I. BaptistaV Hmfe in Padua.

Enter Katharina and Bianca,

Bianca,

Good fifter, Wrong me not, nor wrong yourfelf.

To make a bondmaid and a flave of me

;

That I difdain : but for thefe other gawds-
Unbind
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Uiibind my hands, I'll pull them ofF myfelf,

Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat

;

Pr, what you will command me, will I do.

So well I know my duty to my elders.

Kath, Of all thy fuitors, here I charge thee, tell

Whom thou lov'ft bell : fee thou diflemble not.

Bian. Believe me, fifter, of all the men alive,

I never yet beheld that fpecial face

Which I could fancy more than any other.

Kath, Minion, thou ly'ft ; Is't not Hortenfio ?

Bian, If you afFecl: him, fifter, here I fwear,

ril plead for you myfelf, but you jQiall have him.

Katb. Oh then, belike your fancy riches more j

You Vv^ill have Gremio to keep you fair.

Bian. Ts it for him you do envy me fo ?

Nay, then you jeft ; and now I well perceive.

You have but jefted with me all this while:

I prithee, fifter Kate, untie my hands,

Katb. If that be jeft, then all the reft was fo.

[Strikes bct\

Enter Baptista.

Bap, Why, how now, dame ! whence grovi^s this info-

lence ?

Bianca, ftand afide ;—poor girl ! fhe weeps :

—

Go ply the needle ; meddle not with her.—• -

For ftiam.e, thou hilding of a devilifti fpirit,

Why doft thou wrong her that did ne'er wrong thee ?

When did fhe crofs thee with a bitter vi'ord ?

Katb, Her filence flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd.

[Flies after Bianca.
Bap, What, in my fight ?—Bianca, get thee in.

[Exit BiancAo
Kath, Will you net fufFer me ? Nay, nov;^ I fee.

She is your treafure, flie muft have a hufband ^

I muft dance bare-foot on her wedding-day.

And, for your love to her, lead apes in helj.

Talk not to me ; I will go fit and weep,
tTill I can find occafion of revenge. [3xit Kath.

Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as I ?

But who comes here?

Enter



^6 TAMING OF THE SHREW,

Enter Gremio, Lucentio in the habit of a mean man ;

Petruchio with HoRTENsio, like a Mufician\ Tra-
KIO5 and BlONDELLO bearing a Lute and Books.

Gre, Good-morrow, neighbour Baptifta.

Bap. Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio: God fave

you, gentleman !

Pet. And you, good fir ! Pray have you not a daughter

Call'd Katharina, fair, and virtuous ?

Bap. I have a daughter, fir, call'd Katharina.

Gre. You are too blunt; go to it orderly.

Pet. You wrong me, fignior Gremio 5 give me leave.

—

I am a gentleman of Verona, fir.

That—hearing of her beauty, and her wit,

Her affability, and baftiful modefty,

Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour-

Am bold to {hew myfelf a forward gueft

Within your houfe, to make mine eye the witnefs

Of that report which I fo oft have heard.

And, for an entrance to my entertainment,

[Prefenting HoRTEXSio,
I do prefent you with a man of mine,

Cunning in mufick, and the mathematicks.

To inftru£l her fully in thofe fciences,

Whereof i know fhe is not ignorant

:

Accept of him, or elfe you do me wrong

;

His name is Licio, born in Mantua.

Bap. You're welcome, fir ; and he, for your good fake

;

But for my daughter Katharine—this I know,
She is not for your t;;rn, the more my grief;

Pet. I fee you do not mean to part with her;

Or elfe you like not of my company.
Bap. Miftake me not, I fpeak but as I find.

Whence are you, iir ? what may I call your name ?

Pet. Petruchio is my name : Antonio's fon,

A man well known throughout all Italy.

Bap. I know him well : you are welcome for his fake,

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray.

Let us, that are poor petitioners, fpeak too

:

Baccare ! you are marvellous forward.
' *

Pet. Oh, pardon m^, fignior Gremio 3 I would fain be
doing.
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" Gre, I doubt it not, fir ; but you will curfe your woo-
ing.

—

Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am fure of it.

To exprefs the like kindnefs myfelf, that have been more

kindly beholden to you than any, free leave give to this

young fcholar, that hath been long ftudying at Rheims

IPrefenting Lucentio] j as cunning in Greek, Latin, and

other languages, as the other in mufick and mathematicks ;

his name is Cambio ; pray, accept his fervice.

Bap, A thoufand thanks lignior Gremio : welcome,

good Cambio.—But, gentle fir, methinks you walk like a

Granger; [To Tranio.] May I be fo bold to know the

caufe ofyour coming ?

Tra. Pardon me, fir, the boldnefs is mine own;
That, being a ftranger in this city here,

Do rhake myfelf a fuitor to your daughter.

Unto Bianca, fair, and virtuous.

Nor is your firm refolve unknown to me.
In the preferment of the elder lifter

:

This liberty is all that I requeft

—

That, upon knowledge of my parentage,

I may have welcome 'mongft the reft that woo, "^^

And free accefs and favour as the reft.
'

And, toward the education of your daughters,

I here beftow a fimple inftrument, ']-

And this fmall packet of Greek and Latin books :

If vou accept them, then their worth is great.

Bap. Lucentio is your name ? of whence I pray ?

Tra. OfPifa, fir; fonto Vincentio.

Bap. A mighty man of Pifa ; by report

I know him well : you are very welcome, fir.—

—

Take you the lute, and you the fet of books,

[To HoRTENsio and Lucentio*
You ftiall go fee your pupils prefently.

jHolla, within l^r

Enter a Servant

Sirrah, lead

Tnefe gentlemen to my daughters ; and tell them both,

7 hefe are their tutors ; bid them ufe them well.

[Exit Servant with Hortensio andhucE^,
We
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We will go walk a little in the orchard,

And then to dinner: You are palling welcome.

And fo I pray you all to think yourfelves.

Pet. Signior Baptifta, my buiinefs afketh hafte.

And every day I cannot come to Vv^oo.

You knew my father well ; and in him, me,

Left folely heir to all his lands and goods,

Which I have better'd rather than decreas'd :

Then tell me— if I get your daughter's love.

What dowry fhall I have with her to wife !

Bap. After my death, the one half of my lands i

And, in pofTeilion, tv/enty thoiifand crowns.

Pet. And, for that dowry, I'll aillire her of

Her widowhood—be it that fhe furvive me

—

In all my lands and leafes whatfoever :

Let fpecialties be therefore drav/n between us,

1'hat covenants may be kept on either hand.

Bap. Ay, when the fpecial thing is well obtained.

This is—her love ; for that is all in all.

Pet. Why, that is nothing ; for I tell you, father,

I am as peremptory as fhe proud-minded ;

And where two raging fires meet together,

They do confume the thing that feeds their fury:

Though little fire grows great with little wind.

Yet extreme gufts will blow out fire and all

:

So* I to her, and fo fhe yields to me ;

For I am rough, and woo not like a babe.

Bap. Well may'fl thou v/oo, and happy be thy fpeed !

But be thou arm'd for fome unhappy words.

Pet. Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for winds,

That fliake not though the}' blow perpetually.

Re-entcr Hortensio, with his Head broke.

Bap. How now,my friend ! why doft thou look fo pale r

Hor. For fear, I promife you, if I look pale.

Bap, What, v/ill my daughter prove a good mufician ?

Hor. I think fhe'll fooner prove a foldier 5

Iron may hold with her, but never lutes.

Bap. Why then thou canfi; not break her to the lute?

Hor. W~hy, no ; for flie hath broke the lute to me.

I did but tell her, fhe miflook her frets,

5 And
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And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering ;

When, with a moft impatient deviKlh fpirit,

Frets^ call you thcfc ? quoth fhe : FIIfume with ihem

:

And, with that word, fhe ftruck me on the head,

And through the inilrument my pate made way j

And there 1 flood amazed for a while.

As on a pillory, looking through the lute

;

While fhe did call me—^rafcal fidier,

And—twangling Jack ; with twenty fuch vile terms^

As fhe had ftudied to mifufe me fo.

Pet, Now, by the world, it is a lufly wench ;

I love her ten times more than e'er I did :

Oh, how I long to ha\^e fome chat with her !

, Bap. Well, go with me, and be not fo difconii^ted y

Proceed in practice with my younger daughter ;

She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns.-—

Signior Petruchio, v/ili yoii^ go with us ;

Or fhall 1 fend my daughter Kate to you ?

Pet. I pray you do ; I will attend her here,

\^Exit Bap. with Gre. Hor. <z«^/Tra«
And woo her v/lth fome fpirit when fhe comes.

Say, that fhe rail ; why then I'll tell her plain,

She fings as fweetly as a nightingale

:

Say, that fhe frown ; I'll fay, fhe looks as clear

As morning rofes newly waili'd with dew :

Say, file be mute, and will not fpeak a word

;

Then I'll commend htr volubility,

And fay—fhe uttereth piercing eloquence :

If fhe do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks.

As though fhe bid me flay by her a week

;

If fhe deny to wed, Pll crave the day

When I fhail allc the banns, and when be married :—
But here fhe comes ; and now, Petruchio, fpeak.

Enter Katharine.

Good-morrow Kate ; for that's your name, I hear.

Kath. Well have you heard, but fomething hard of hear-^'

They call me—Katharine, that do talk of me.
Pet, You lie, in faith ^ for you are call'd plain Kate.

And bonny Kate^ and fornetirnes Kate the curff j

But



3© TAMING OP THE SHREVT,

But Kate, the prettieft Kate in Chriftendom,

Kate of Kate-hall, my fuper-dainty Kate,

For dainties are all cates : and therefore Kate,

Take this of me, Kate of my confolation ;

—

Hearing thy mildnefs prais'd in every town,

Thy virtues fpoke of and thy beauty founded,

(Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs),

Myfelfam mov'd to woo thee for my wife.

Kath, Mov*d ! in good time: let him that mov'd you
hither,

Remov^e you hence : I knew you at the jfirft,

You were a moveable.

^ Pet, Why what's a moveable ?

Kath. A joint-ftool.

Pet, Thou haft hit it : come, fit on me.
Kath, AlTes are made to bear, and fo are you.

Pet, Women are made to bear, and fo are you*

Kath. No fuch jade, fir, as you, if me you mean.
Pet, Alas, good Kate ! I will not burden thee :

For knowing thee to be but young and light

—

Kath. Too light for fuch a fvvain as you to catch j

And yet as heavy as my weight fhould be.

Pet. Should be ? fhould buz^

Kath. Well ta'en, and like a buzzard.

Pet. Oh, flow-wing'd turtle I fhall a buzzard take thee ?

Kath. Ay, for a turtle ; as he takes a buzzard.

Pet, Come, come, you wafp ; i'faith, you are too angry*

Kath, If I be wafpifli, beft beware my fting.

Pet. My remedy is then to pluck it out.

Kath. Ah, if the fool could find it where it lies.

Pet, Who knows not where a wafp doth wear his fting ?

In his tail.

Kath. In his tongue.

Pet. Who's tongue ?

Kath. Your's, if you talk of tails ; and fo farewell.

Pet. What with my tongue in your tail ? nay, come
again,

Good Kate ; I am a gentleman.

Kath. That I'll try. [Shepikes him.

Pet. I fwear, I'll cufF you if you flrike again.

Kath. So may you lofe your arms

:

X If
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If you ftt-lke me you are no gentleman

;

And If no gentleman, why, then no arms.

Pet, A herald, Kate ? oh, put me in thy books.

Kath, What is your crell ? a coxcomb ?

Pet, A comblefs cock, fo Kate will be my hen.

Kath, No cock of m.ine, you crow too like a craven.

Pa. Nay, come, Kate, come; you mull not look C9

four.

Kath. It is my fafliion, when I fee a crab.

Pet, Why, here's no crab ; and therefore look not foura

Kath, There is, there is.

Pet. Then (hew it me.

Kath. Had I a glafs I would.

Pet. What, you mean my face ?

Jiath. Well aim'd of fuch a young one.

Pet, Now, by faint George, I am too young for you.

Kath, Yet you are wither 'd.

Pet. 'Tis with cares.

Kath. I care not.

Pet, Nay, hear you, Kate : in footh, you Tcape not (o»

Kath, I chafe you, if I tarry ; let me go.

Pet, No, not a whit ; I find you pafling gentle.

'Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and fullen.

And now I find report a very liar ;

For thou art pleafant, gamefome, pafling courteous,

But flow in fpeech, yet fweet as fpring-time flowers :

Thou canft not frov/n, thou canft not look afkance.

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will

;

Nor haft thou pleafure to be crofs in talk

;

But thou with mildnefs entertain'ft thy wooers.
With gentle conference, foft and affable.

Why doth the world report that Kate doth limp ? \

Oh flanderous world ! Kate, like the hazle-twig.

Is ftraight and flender ; and as brown in hue
As hazle nuts, and fweeter than the kernels.

O, let me fee thee walk: thou doft not halt.

Kath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'ft command.
Pet. Did ever Dian fo become a grove.

As Kate this chamber with her princely gait ?

O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate ;

And then let Kate be chafte, and Dian fportful

!

^ Kaih^
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Kath. Where did you ftudy all this goodly fpeech r

Pet. It is extempore, from my mother-wit.
Kath. A v/itty mother ! witlefs elfe her fon.

Pet. Am I not wife?

Katb. Yes; keep you warm.
Pet. Marry, fo I m_ean, fweet Katharine, in thy bed

:

And therefore fetting all this chat afide,

Thus in plain terms :—Your father hath confented

That you fliall be my wife ; your dowry 'greed on 5

And, will you, nill you, I will marry you.

Now, Kate, I am a hufband for your turn ;

For by this light, whereby I fee thy beauty

(Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well),

Thou muft be married to no man but me :

For I am he am born to tame you, Kate

;

And bring you from a wild Kate to a Kate
Conformable, as other houfehpld Kates.
Here comes your father ; never make denial,

I muft and will have Katharine to my wife.

Re-enter BaptistA, Gremio, andTRAmo,

Bap, Now, fignior PetruchiO) how fpeed you with my
daughter ?

Pet. Hov/ but v.'ell, fir ? how but well ?

It were impoilible I fhould fpeed amifs.

Bap, Why, how now, daughter Katharine ? in your

dumps ?

Kath. Call you me, daughter ? now, I promife you^

You have fhew'd a tender fatherly regard^

To wifii me wed to one half lunatick ;

A mad-cap ruffian, and a fwearing Jack,

That thinJcs with oaths to face the matter out.

Pet. Father 'tis thus—^yourfelf and all the worlds

That talk'd of her, havetalk'd amifs of her

;

If fhe be curfl, it is for policy :

For fhe's not froward, but modeft as the dove ;

She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ;

For patience fhe will prove a fecond GrifTel

:

And Roman Lucrece for her chaftity

:

And to conclude—we have 'greed fo well together,

That upon Sunday is the wedding-day,

Kath.
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Kath. V\\ fee thee hangM on Sunday firflr.

^ Gre. Hark, Petruchio ! fhe fays, .(he'll fee thee hang'd

firft.

Tra. Is this your fpeeding ? nay, then, good night our

part

!

Pet. Be patient, gentlemen ; I chufe her for myfelf j

If {he and I be pleas'd, what's that to you \

'Tis bargained 'twixt us twain, being alone^

That fhe fhall ftill be curft in company,

1 tell you, 'tis incredible to believe

How much fhe loves me : Oh, the kindeft Kate I—

•

She hung about my neck ; and kifs on kifs

She vy'd fo faft, protefting oath to oath.

That in a twink fhe won me to her love.

Oh, you are novices ! 'tis a world to fee.

How tame, when men and women are alone,

A meacock wretch can make the curflefl fhrew,—

^

Give me thy hand, Kate : I will unto Venice,

To buy apparel 'gainfl the wedding-day :

—

Provide the feaft, father, and bid the guefts ;

1 will be fure my Katharine fhall be fine.

Bap, I know not what to fay : but give me your hands ;

God fend you joy, Petruchio ! 'tis a match.

Gre. Tra. Amen, fay we : we will be witnefTes.

Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu -,

i v.'ill to Venice, Sunday comes apace:—
We will have rings, and things, and fine array ; 7

And kifs me, Kate, we will be married o'Sunday,

[Exit Petruchio and Katharine feveral.y,

Gre, Was ever match clap'd up fo fuddenly ?

Bap. Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant's part.

And venture madly on a defperate mart,

Tra. 'Twas a commodity jay fretting by you ;

*Twiil bring you gain, or periili on the feas.

Bap, The gain I feek is—quiet in the match.

Gre. No doubt^ but he hath got a quiet catch.

But now, Baptifla, to your younger daughter i—
Now is the day v^e long have looked for

;

I am your neighbour and was fuitor firfr.

Tra. And I am one, that love Bianca more
Than words can witnefs, or your thougrhts can guejfs.

C
-

Gre.
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Gre, Youngling ! thou canft not love fo dear as I.

Tra. Grey-beard! thy love doth freeze.

Gre. But thine doth fry.

Skipper ftand back ; 'tis age that nouriflieth.

Tra. But youth in ladies' eyes that flourifheth.

Bap» Content you, gentlemen 5 I will compound this

ftrife: .

'Tis deeds muft win the prize ; and he, of both,

That can afTure my daughter greateft dower.

Shall have Bianca's love.^—

-

Say, fignior Gremib, what can you afTure her ?

Gre, Firft, as you know, my houfe within the city

Is richly furnifh'd with plate and gold

;

Bafons, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands ;

My hangings all of Tyrian tapeftry :

In ivory coffers I have flufF'd my crowns

;

Incyprefs chefls my arras, counterpoints,

Coftly apparel, tents, and canopies,

Fine linen, Turkey cufhions bofs'd with pearl,

Valance of Venice gold in needle-work,

Pewter and brafs, and all things that belong

To houfe, or houfe-keeping ; then, at my farm,

I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail,

Six fcore fat oxen (landing in my ftalls.

And all things anfwerable to this portion.

Myfelf am ftruck in years, I muft confefs 5

And, if I die to-morrow, this is her's,

If, whilft I live, fhe will be only mine.

Tra, That, only, came well in Sir, lift tome;
I am my father's heir, and only fon :

If I may have your daughter to my wife,

I'll leave her houfes three or four as good,

Within rich Pifa walls, as any one

Old fignior Gremio has in Padua ;

Befidcs two thoufand ducats by the year

Of fruitful land, all which fhall be her jointure.—

What, have I pinch'd you, fignior Gremio ?

Gre. Two thoufand ducats by the year of land 1

My land amounts not to fo much in all

:

That (he (hall have i befides an argofy,

That
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That now is lying in Marfeilles* road :

—

What have I choak'd you with an argofy ?

Tra. Gremio, 'tis known, my father hath no lefs

Than three great argofies ; befides two galliafles,

And twelve tight gallies : thefe I will aflure her,

And twice as much, whate'er thou ofFer'ft next*

Gre. Nay, I have ofFer'd all, I have no more ;

And fhe can have no more than all I have ;

If you like me, fhe fliall have me and mine.
• Tra, Why then the maid is mine from all the World,

By your firm promife ; Gremio is out-vied.

Bap, I muft confefs your offer is the beft

;

And let your father make her the aflurance,

She is your own ; elfe, you muft pardon me :

If you fhould die before him, where's her dower ?

Tra. That's but a cavil : he is old, I young.

Gre. And may not young men die as well as old I

Bap. Well, gentlemen,

I am thus refolv'd :—on Sunday next, you know.
My daughter Katharine is to be marry'd :

Now, on the Sunday following, fliall Bianca

Be bride to you, if you make this alTurance;

If not, to fignior Gremio

:

And fo I take my leave, and thank you both. \^Exit^

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour.—Now I fear thee not

;

Sirrah, young gamefter, your father were a fool

To give thee all, and in his waining age.

Set foot under thy table : Tut! a toy !

An old Italian fox is not fo kind, my boy. [Exit*

Tra. A vengeance on your crafty witherM hide I

Yet I have fac'd it with a card of ten.

'Tis in my head to do my mafter good :—
I fee no reafon, but fuppos'd Lucentio

Muft get a father, call'd—fuppos'd Vincentio

;

And that's a wonder : fathers commonly
Do get their children ; but, in this cafe of wooing,

A child ihall get a fire, if I fail not of my cunning. [Exit,

C2 ACT
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ACT III.

SCENE I. Baptista'j Houfe.

Enter Lucentio, Hortensio, arid Bianca.

Lucentio.

FiDLER, forbear
; you grow too forward, fir:

Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment

Her fifter Katharine welcom'd you withal ?

Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is

The patronefs of heavenly harmony :

Then give me leave to have prerogative;

And when in mufick we have fpent an hour.
Your ledure fhall have leifure for as much.

Luc, Prepofterous afs ! that never read fo far

To know the caufe why mufick was ordain'd !

Was it not to refrefh the mind of man,
After his ftudies, or his ufual pain ?

Then give me leave to read philofophy,

And, while I paufe, ferve in your harmony.
Hor^ Sirrah, I v/ill not bear thefe braves of thine,

Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong.
To ftrive for that which reileth in my choice

:

I am no breeching fcholar in the fchools

;

I'll not be ty'd to hours, nor pointed times,

But learn my leflcns as I pleafe myfelf.

And, to cut off all llrife, here fit we down :

—

Take you your inftrument, play you the whiles ;

His le(51:ure will be done, ere you have tun'd.

Hor» You'll leave his leiSlure, when I am in tune ?

[FIortensio retires,

Luc, That will be never;—^tune your inftrument.

Bion, Where left we laft ?

Luc, Here, madam :

Hac ibat Si As ; hie eft Sigeia telius}

Hie Jjeterat Priami regia celfiifenis,

Bion, Conftrue them.

Luc. Hac ihaty as I told you before

—

Simcis, I am Lu-
centio— /?/V g/?, fon unto Vincentio of Pifa

—

Sigeia tellusy

difguifed thus to get your love ;

—

Hicjleterat^ and that Lu-
centio that comes a wooing

—

Priami^ is my man Tranio
§ '

—

regia
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^^regia bearing my port

—

celfa fenis^ that we might beguile

the old pantaloon.

Hor, Madam, my inftrument's in tune. \Reiurning^

B'tan, Let's hear:—'O fie ! the treble jars,

Luc, Spit in the hole, man, and tune again,

Bian, Now let me fee if I can conftrue it : Hac that

Simoisy I know you not ;

—

hie ejl Sigeia tellus^ I truft you
•not ;

—

Hie Jieterat Priamif take heed he he^r us not ;-!?-

regia^ prefume not',—celfa fenis^ defpair not,

Hor. Madam, 'tis now in tune.

Luc, All but the bafe.

Hor. The bafe is right ; 'tis the bafe knave that jars.

How fiery and forward our pedant is !

Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love

:

Pedafcule, I'll watch you better yet.

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I miftrufto

Luc. Miftruft it not ; for, fure, iEacides

Was Ajax—call'd fo from his grandfather.

Bian. I muft believe my mafter ; elfe, I promife you,

I fhould be arguing ftill upon that doubt

:

But let it reft.— Now, Licio, to you :

Good mafters, take it not unkindly, pray,

That I have been thus pleafant with you both.

Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave awhile 5

'PAy leiTons make no mufick in three parts.

Liic, Are you fo formal, fir ? well, I muft wait,

And watch withal 5 for, but I be deceiv'd,

Our fine muficjan groweth amorous. [Afid$,

Hor. Madam, before you touch the inftrumentj

To learn the order of my fingering,

I muft begin with rudiments of art

;

To teach you gamut in a briefer fort,

More pleafant, pithy, and eff^edual,

Than hath been taught by any pf my trade :

And there it is in writing, fairly drawn.
Bian. Why, I am paft my gamut long ago,
Hor. Yet read the gamut of Hortenfio.

Bian. [reading.'] Gamut I am theground of all accord^

A re, to plead Hortenfio's paffion ;

B rni, Biancay take him for thy lord^

C faut, that loves with all affeSiion :

C3 Dfol
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D fol re, one cliffy two notes have /j
E la mi, jhow pity^ or I die.

Call you this—gamut? tut ! I like it not:

Old fafhions pleafe me beft ; I am not To nice.

To change true rules for odd inventions.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Miftrefs, your father prays you leave your books,

And help to drefsyour filler's chamber up ;

You know, to-morrow is the wedding-day.

Bian* Farewell, fweet mafters, both ; I muft be gone.

\Exit,

Luc. Faith, miftrefs, then I have no caufe to ftay. \^Exit,

Hor» But I have caufe to pry into this pedant

;

Methinks he looks as though he were in love :-—

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble,

To caft thy wandering eyes on every ftale.

Seize thee, that lift : If once I find thee ranging,

Hortenfio will be quit with thee by changing. \^Exlt,

SCENE II.

Enter Baptista, Gremio, Tranio, Katharine,
LucENTio, Bianca, and Jttendants,

Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the 'pointed day

'That Katharine and Petruchio fhould be marry'd.

And yet we hear not of our fon-in-law :

What will- be laid ? what mockery will it be,

To want the bridegroom, when the prieft attends

To fpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage ?

What fays Lucentio to this fhame of ours ?

Kath. Nq fhame but mine ; I muft, forfooth, be forc'd

To give my hand, oppos'd againft my heart,

Unto a m?.d-brain'd rudefby, full of fpleen;

Who wood in hafte, and means to wed at leifure,

I told you, I, he was a frantick fool.

Hiding his bitter jefts in blunt behaviour :

And, to be noted for a merry man.

He'll woo a thoufand, 'point the day of marriage.

Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banns.

Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd.

Now muft the world point at poor Katlwrine,

And
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And fay

—

Lo there is mad Petruchio's wifcy

if it would pleafe him cotne and marry her,

Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptifta too ;

Upon my life, Petruchio means but well.

Whatever fortune Hays him from his word

:

Though he be blunt, I know him pailing wife ?

Though he be merry, yet withal he's honeft.

Kath, Would Katharine had never {qqw him though !

[Exit weeping.

Bap. Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep;
For fuch an injury would vex a faint,

Much more a fhrew of thy impatient humour.

Enter Biondello.

Bion. Mafter, mafter ! news, old news, and fuch news
as you never heard of I

Bap» Is It new and old too ? how may that be ?

Bion. Why, is it not news to hear of Petruchio's coming I

Bap. Is he come ?

Bion. Why, no, fir.

Bap. What then ?

Bion. He is coming.

Bap. When will he be here ?

Bion. When he ftands where I am, and fees you there.

Tra. But, fay, what to thine old news ?

Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming, in a new hat and an
old jerkin: a pair of old breeches, thrice turn'd; a pair of

boots that have been candle-cafe?, one buckled, another

lac'd ; an old rufty fword ta'en out of the town armory,

with a broken hilt, and chapel efs, with two broken points

:

His horfe hip'd with an old mothy faddle, the ftirrups of no
kindred : beildes, pofiefb'd with the glanders, and like to

rnofe in the chine ; troubled with the lampafs, infected with

the fafhions, full of windgalls, fped with fpavins, raied with

the yellows, paft cure of the fives, ftark fpoiled with the

flaggers, begnawn with the bots ; fway'd in the back, and
fiioulder-fhotten ; near-legg'd before, and with a half-

check'd bit, and a headftall of fheep's leather ; which, being

reftrain'd to keep him from flumbling, hath been often burft,

and now repair'd with knots: one girt fix times piec'd,

gnd a woman's crupper of velure, which hath two letters

C4 for
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for her name, fairly fet down in ftuds, and here and thece
piec'd with packthread.

Bap, Who comes with him ?

Bion. Ohj fir, his lacquey, for all the world caparifon'd

like the horfe; with a linen ftock on one leg, and a kerfy

boot-hofe on the other, garter'd with a red and blue lift ;

an old hat, and The humour offorty fancies prick'd in't for a
feather : a monfter, a very monfter in apparel ; and not

like a Chriftian foot-boy, or a gentleman's lacquey.

Tra, 'Tis fome odd humour pricks him to this faOiion i—-
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd.

Bap, I am glad he is come, howfoever he comes.
Bion, Why, fir, he comes not.

Bap. Didft thou not fay, he comes I

Bion. Who ? that Petruchio came I

Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came.
Bion, No, fir j I fay, his horfe cornes with him on \i\\

back.

Bap. Why, that's all one.

Bion, Nay, by faint Jamy, I hold you a penny,

A horfe and a man is more than one, and yet not many.

Enter Petruchio and Grumio.

Pei. Come, where be thefe gallants ? who is at homf %
'

Bap. You are welcome, fir.

Pet. And yet I come not well.

Bap. And yet you halt not.

Tra. Not fo well apparell'd

As I wifti you were.
' Pet. Were it better, I fhould rufh in thus.

But where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride ?—

-

How dees my father?—Gentles, methinks you frown;

And wherefore gaze this goodly company -,

As if they faw fome wondrous monument.

Some comet, or unufual prodigy ?

Bap, Why, l;r, you know this is your wedding-day :.

Firft were we fad, fearing you would not come s

Now fadder, that you come fo unprovided.

Fye ! dolF this habit, ihame to your eftate,

An eye-fore to our folemn feftival.

Tra-, And tell us, what occaHon of import

Hath
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Hath all (o long detain'd you from your wife,

And fent you hither fo unlike yourfelf ?

Pet, Tedious it were to tell, and harfli to hear j

Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word.

Though in fome part enforced to digrefs ;

Which, at more leifure, I will fo excufe

As you fhall well be fatisfied withal.

But where is Kate ? I ftay too long from her;

The morning wears, 'tis time v/p were at church.

Tra. See not your bride in thefe unreverent robes ;

Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine.

Pet, Not I, believe me; thus I'll vifit her.

Bap. But thus, I truft, you will not marry her.

Pet, Good footh, even thus ; therefore have done with
words ;

To me fhe's marry'd, not unto my clothes

:

Could I repair what Ihe will wear in me,

As I can change thefe poor accoutrements,

'Twere well for Kate, and better for myfelf.

But what a fool am I, to chat with you.

When I fhould bid good-morrow to my bride,

And feal the title with a lovely kifs ?

[Exit Pet. Gru. ^7«iBioN,

Tra, He hath fome meaning in his mad attire :

We will perfuade him, be it pollible.

To put on better ere he go to church.

Bap. I'll after him, and fee the event of this. [Exit,

Tra. But, fir, our love concerneth us to add

Her father's liking : Which to bring to pafs.

As I before imparted to your worlhip,

I am to get a man—whate'er he be.

It (kills not much ; we'll fit him to our turn—
And he fhall be Vincentio of Pifa

;

And make afTurance, here in Padua,

Of greater fums than I have promifed.

So lliall you quietly enjoy your hope,

And marry fweet Bianca with confent.

Luc. Were it not that my fellow fchool -mailer

Doth watch Bianca's fteps fo narrowly,

*Twer.e good, methinks, to fteal our marriage;

Which,
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Which, once perform'd, let all the world fdv-^rm^ '

I'll keep mine own defpight of all the world.

Ira. That by degrees we mean to look into.

And watch our vantage in this bufmefs :

—

We'll over-reach the grey-beard, Gremio,

The narrow-prying father Minola ;

The quaint mulician, amorous Licio

;

All for my matter's fake, LucentLo.

—

Re-enter GremIo.

Signlor Gremio! came you from the church ?

Gre. As willingly as e'er I came from fchool.

Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coming home?

Gre. A bridegroom, fay you? 'tis a groom, indeed,

A grumbling groom, and that the girl fhall find.

Tra, Curfter than i^ne ? why 'tis impoffible.

Gre, Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very iiend.

Tra, Why, fhe's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam.

Gre, Tut ! fhe's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him,

I'll tell you. Sir Lucentio: When the prieft

Should afk—if Katharine fhould be his wife,

^y-> h gogS'WQuns^ quoth he ; and fwore fo loud,

That, all amaz'd, the prieft let fall the book :

And, as he ftoop'd again to take it up.

This mad-brain'd bridegroom took him fuch a cuff",

That down fell prieft and book, and book and prieft ;

New take them up, quoth he, if any lijl.

Tra. What faid the wench, when he rofe up again ?

Gre. Trembled and fliook j for why, he ftanip'd aitti

fworc.

As if the vicar meant to cozen him.

But after many ceremonies done, •

He calls for wine :

A healthy quoth he ; as if he had been aboard,

Caroufmg to his mates after a ftorm :

Quaft''d off the mufcadel, and threw the fops

All in the Sexton's face : having no other reafon—

But that his beard grew thin and hungerly,

And feem'd to afk him fops as he was drinking.

This done, he took the bride about the neck;

And kifs'd her lips with fuch a clamorous fmack, .

That
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That, at the parting, all the church did echo.

I, feeing this, came thence for very fhame

;

And after me I know the rout is coming

;

Such a mad marriage never v^'as before;

Hark, hark ! I hear the minftrels play. [Mufick plays.

Enter Petruchio, Katharine, Bianca, HortensiOj
and Baptista.

Pet' Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your pains :

I know you think to dine with me to-day,

And have prepared great flore of wedding cheer ;

But fo it is, my hafte doth call me hence.

And therefore here I mean to take my leave.

Bap. Is't poffible, you will avi^ay to-night ?

Pet. I mult away to-day before night comer-
Make it no wonder ; if you knew^ my bufinefs.

You would entreat me rather go than ftay.

And, honell company, I thank you all.

That have beheld me give away myfelf

To this moft patient, fweet, and virtuous wife;

Dine with my father, drink a health to me

;

For I muft hence, and farewell to you all.

Tra. Let us entreat your ftay 'till after dinner.

Pet. It may not be,

Gre. Let me entreat you.

Pet. It cannot be.

Kath. Let me entreat you.

Pet. I am content.

Kath. Are you content to ftay ?

Pet. I am content you ftiall entreat me ftay;

But yet not ftay, entreat me how you can.

Kaib, Now, if you love me, ftay.

Pet. Grumio, my horfes.

Gru. Ay, fir, they be ready : the oats have eaten the
h^orfes.

Kath. Nay, then,

Do what thou canft, I will not go to-dav ;

No, nor to-morrow, nor 'till I pleafe myfelf.

The door is open, fir, there lies your way.
You may be jogging while your boots are green

;

For me, I'll not begone 'till I pleafe myfelf:—

'Tis
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*Tis like, you'll prove a jolly furly groom,

That take it on you at the lirft fo roundly.

Pet, O Kate, content thee ; prithee, be not angry,

Kath. I v/ili be angry : What haft thou to do ?

—

Father, be quiet j he iliall ftay my leiiure,

Gre, Ay, rnarry, llr : now it begins to work.

Kath, Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner :

—

I fee a woman may be made a fool.

If fhe had not a fpirit to refift.

Pet, They fnall go forward, Kate, at thy comman^d ;-•.

Obey the bride, you that attend on her

:

Go to the feaft, revel and domineer,

Caroufe full meafure to her maidenhead,

Ee mad and merry— or go hang yourfelves ;

J?ut for my bonny Kate, fhe muft uith me.

Nay, look not big, nor (lamp, nor flare, nor fret^

I will be mafter of what is mine ov/n

:

She is my goods, my chattels; fhe is my houfe,

My houfehold-ftufP, my field, my ]barn.

My horfe, my ox, my afs, m.y any thing;

And here fhe flands, touch her whoever dare ^

I'll bring my aftion on the proudefl he

That flops my way in Padua.—Grumio,
Draw forth thy weapon, we're befet with thieves

5

Kefcue thy miflrefs, if thou be a man :

—

Fear not, fweet wench, they fhall not touch thee, Kate

;

I'll buckle thee againft a million.

[Exit Petruchio and Katharine,
Bap, Nay, let them go, a couple ofquiet ones.

Gre. Went they not quickly, I fhould die with laughing,

Tra. Of all mad matches, ne\^er was the like !

Luc, Miflrefs, what's your opinion of your fifler?

Bian. That, being mad herfelf, (he's madly mated,

Gre. I v/arranthim, Petruchio is Kated.

Bap, Neighbours and friends, though bride and bride-;

groom wants

For to fupply the places at the table,

You know there wants no junkets at the feafl :—
Lucentio you fhall fupply the bridegroom's place :

And let Bianca take her fiflcr's room.

'Tra. Shall fweet Bianca pra6life how to bride it ?

Bap, She Hiall, Lucentio. Come, gentlemen, let's go.

[Extuni,

A C T
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ACT IV.

SCENE I. Petruchio'j Country Houfi.

Enter Grumio.

Grumio.

Fye, fye, on all tired jades ! on all mad mailers ! and ail

foul ways ! Was ever man fo beaten ? was ever man fri

ray'd \ was ever man fo weary ? I am fent before to make
a fire, and they are coming after to warm them. Now,
were not I a little pot and foon hot, my very lips might
freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the roof of my mouth,
my heart in my belly, ere I fhould come by a fire to thaw
me :—But I. with blowing the fire, fhall warmmyfelf ; for,

confidering the v/eather, a taller man than I will take cold.

HolJa, hoa ! Curtis

!

Enter Curtis.

Curt. Who is that calls fo coldly ?

Gruk A piece of ice : If thou doubt it, thou may'll flide

fVom my fhoulder to my heel, with no greater a run but
my head andmyrieck. A fire, good Curtis.

Curt, Is my mafter and his vAi^ coming, Grumio ?

Gru. Oh, ay^ Curtis, ay : and therefore fire, fire s caft on
no water.

Curt. Is fhe fo hot a ilirew as file's reported ?

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before thisfroft: but thou
know'ft, winter tames man, woman, and beafl] for it hath
tam'd my old mafter, and my nev/ miftrefs, and myfelf,

fellov/ Curtis.

Gurt. Away, you three-inch fool ! I am no beait.

Gru. Am I but three inches ? why, thy horn is a foot;
and fo long am I, at the leaft. But wilt thou make a fire,

or fhail I complain on thee to our mifirefs, whofe hand
(fhe being now at hand) thou ilialt foon feel, to thy cold.

<:omfort, for being flow in thy hot office.

Curt. I prithee, .good Grumio, tell ine, How goes the

world ?

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine ;

and, therefore, fire : Do thy duty, and have thy duty ^ for

my mafter and miftrefs are almoft frozen to death.

Curt. There's fire ready j and therefore, good Grumio,
the news \

Gru*
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Gru^ Why, Jack boy! ho boy! and as nluch news as thoii

wilt.

Curt, Come, you are fo full of conycatching:

—

Gru» Why therefore, fire ; for I have caught extreme
cold. Where's the cook ? is fupper ready, thehoufe trim'd,

xuflies ftrew'd, cobwebs fwept; the ferving-men in their

new fuftian, their white ftockings, and every officer his

wedding-garment on? be the jacks fair within, the jills fair

without, the carpets laid, and every thing in order ?

Curt, All ready: And therefore, I pray thee, news ?

Gru. Firft, know, my horfe is tired 3 my mafter and

miftrefs fallen out.

Curt. How?
Grui Out of their faddles into the dirt: and thereby

hangs a tale.

Curt, Let's ha't, good Grumio^

Gru, Lend thine ear.

Curt. Here.

Gru. There. [Strikes hm»
Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale.

Gru. And therefore 'tiscall'd, a fenfible tale: and this cufF

was but to knock at your ear, and befeech liftning. Now
I begin : Imprimis^ we came down a foul hill, my mafter

riding behind my miftrefs :—

•

Curt* Both on one horfe ?

Gru, What's that to thee ?

Curt. Why, a horfe.

Gru, Tell thou the tale : But hadft thou notcrofs'd

me, thou ftiould'ft have heard how the horfe fell, and fhc

under her horfe; thou fliould'ft have heard, in how miry

a place : how ftie was bemoil'd ; how he left her with the

hvrfe upon her; how he beat me becaufe her horfe ftum-

bled ; how fhe waded through the dirt to pluck him oft' me;

how he fwore ; how ftie pray'd—that never pray'd before ;

how I cry'd ; how the horfes ran away ; how her bridle was

burft ; howl loft my crupper ;—with many things of worthy

memory ; which now fliall die in oblivion, and thou return

unexperienc'd to thy grave.

Curt, By this reckoning, he is more ihrew than {he*

Gru. Ay ; and that thou and the proudeft of you all ftiall

find, when he comes home. But what talk I of this?—
call
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Call f6rth Nathaniel, Jofeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter
Sugarfop, and the reft ; let their heads be ileekly comb'd
their blue coats brufh'd, and their garters of an indifferent

knit: let them curtfy with their left legs ; and notprefume
to touch a hair of my mafter's horfe-tail, 'till they kifs their

hands. Are they all ready?

Curt, They are.

Gru, Call them forth.

Curt. Do you hear, ho? you muft meet my mafter to
countenance my miftrefs.

Gru. Why, Ihe hath a face of her own.
Curt, Who knows not that ?

Gru, Thou, it Teems \ that call'ft for company to coun-
tenance her.

Curt. I call them forth to credit her.

Enterfour orfiveferving fnen.

Gru. Why flie comes to borrow nothing of them-
Nath, Welcome home, Grumio.
FhiL How now, Grumio ?

Jof. W^hat, Grumio !

Nich, Fellow Grumio !

Nath. How now, old lad ?

Gru. Welcome, you;—how now, you;—what, you;

—

fellow, you;—and thus much for greeting. Now, my
fpfuce companions, is all ready, and all things neat?

JS'ath. All things are ready : How near is our mafter ?

Gru. E'en at hand, alighted by this; and therefore be
not Cock's pafTion, filence ! 1 hear my mafter.

Enter Petruchio and Katharine.

Pet. Where be thefe knaves ? What, no man at the
door,

To hold my ftirrup, nor to take my horfe !

Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip ?
^^l Serv. Here, here, fir ; here, fir.

Pet. Here, fir ! here, fir ! here, fir ! here, fir !— .

You logger-headed and unpolifti'd grooms I

What, no attendance ? no regard? no duty ?

Where is the foolilh knave I fent before ?

Gru. Here, fir ; as foolifli as I was before,

i Pet
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Pet. You peafant fwain! you whorefon malt-horfe

drudge !

Did not I bid thee meet me in the park,

And bring; along thefe rafcal knaves with thee ?

Gru. Nathaniel's coat, fir, was not fully madey

And Gabriel's pumps were all unpinkM i'the heel

;

TJhere was no link to colour Peter's hat,

And Walter's dagger was not come from fheathing:

There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Gregory |

The reft were ragged, old, and' beggarly

;

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you.

Pet, Go, rafcals, go, and fetch my fupper in.

—

[Exeunt Servants

j

JVJiere Is the life that late 1 led— [Singing.,

Where are thofe Sit down, Kate, and welcome.

Soud, foud, foud, foud

!

Re-enter Servants with/upper.

Why, when, I fay ?—Nay, good fweet Kate, be merry.

OiF with my boots, you rogues, you villains : When ?

Jt was fhefriar of orders grey^ [Sings*

As heforth walked on his way;—

Out, vou rogue ! you pluck my foot awry

:

Take' that, and mend the plucking off the other.—

[Strikes him^

Be merry, Kate :~fome water, herej what, ho !

Enter one ivith water*

Where's my fpaniel Troilus ?—Sirrah, get you hence^

And bid my coufm Ferdinand come hither :

One, Kate, that you muft kifs, and be acquainted with*—*

Where are mv flippers ?— Shall I have fome water ?-^-.

Come, Kate, and waib, and welcome heartily :—
You, whorefon villain I wull you let il fall ?

Kath. Patience, I pray you ; 'twas a fault unwilling,-

Pet, A whorefon, beetle-heeded, flap-ear'd knave !

Come, Kate, fit down ; I know you have a ftomach.

Will you give thanks, fweet Kate ; or elfe ihall I ?

W^hat's this ? mutton ?

1 Ser. Ay.

Pit. Who brought it .^

Ser>
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Ser, I.

Pet, 'Tis burnt ; and fo Is all the meat

:

What dogs are thefe ?-—Where is the rafcal cook ?

How durft you, villains, bring it from the drefler,

And ferve it thus to me that love it not ?

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all.

[Throws the meat^ &c. about the Stage ^

You heedlefs jolt-heads, and unmanner'd flaves I

What, do you grumble ? I'll be with you ftraight,

Kath. I pray you, hufband, be not fo difqulet

;

The meat was well, if you were fo contented.

Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt, and dry'd away;
And I exprefsly am forbid to touch it^

For it engenders choler, planteth anger ;

And better 'twere that both of us did faft—

=

Since, of ourfelves, ourfelves are cholerick—

»

Than feed it with fuch over-roafted flefh.

Be patient ; to-morrow it fhall be mended,
And, for this night, we'll faft for company :—
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamberi

[Exeunt-^

Enter Seri/ants feverally,

Nath, Peter^ didft ever fee the like ?

Pet. He kills her in her own humour.

Re-enter Curtis,

Gru. Where Is he ?

Curt. In her chamber,

Making a fermon of continency to her :

And rails, and fwears, and rates ; that fhe, poor foul.

Knows not which way to ftand, to look, to fpeak ;

And fits as one new-rifen from a dream.

Away, away ! for he is coming hither. [^Exeunt^

Re-enter Petruchio.

Pet. Thus have I politlckly begun my reign,

And 'tis my hope to end fuccefsfuUy :

My faulcon now is fharp, and paffing empty ;

And, till fhe ftoop, fhe muft not be full-gorg'd,

For then fhe never looks upon her lure,

D Another
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Another way I have to man my haggard.

To make her come, and know her keeper's call j

That is— to watch her, as we watch thefe kites,

That bate, and beat, and will not be obedient.

She eat no meat to-day, nor none fhall eat

;

Laft night fhe flept not, nor to-night ftie fhall not

;

As with the meat, fome undeferved fault

I'll find about the making of the bed ;

And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolfter.

This way the coverlet, another way the fheets :—

«

Ay, and amid this hurly, I intend,

That all is done in reverend care of her

;

And, in conclufion, fhe fhall watch all night

:

And, if fhe chance to nod, I'll rail and brawl,

And with the clamour keep her ftill awake:

This is a way to kill a wife with kindnefs;

And thus I'll' curb her mad and head-flrong humours :—
He that knows better how to tame a fhrew,

Now let him fpeak ; 'tis charity to lliew. [Exit,

SCENE II. Before Baptista's Houfe,

Enter Tranio and Hortensio.

Tra, Is't poiTible, friend Licio, that miflrefs Bianca

Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ?

I tell you, fir, fhe bears me fair in hand.

Hor. Sir, to fatisfy you in what I have faid,

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching.

[Theyjiandly*

Enter Bianca ^«i Lucentio.

Luc, Now, miflrefs, profit you in what you read ?

Bian. What, mafler, read you ? firfl refolve me that.

Luc, I read that I profefs the art of love.

Bian, And may you prove, fir, mafler of your art

!

Luc, While you, fweet dear, prove mifl:refs ofmy heart.

[Ihey retire backwards

»

Hor. Quick proceeders, marry ! Now tell me, I pray.

You that durfi: fwear that your miftrefs Bianca

Lov'd none in the world fo well as Lucentio.

Tra, O defpightful love ! unconftant womankind !—
I teil thee, Licio, this is wonderful.

Hor.
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Hor* Miilake no more : I am not Licio,

Nor a mufician, as I feem to be

;

But one that fcorn to live in this difguife,

For fuch a one as leaves a gentleman,

And makes a god of fuch a cullion :

Know, fir, that I am call'd—Hortendo.

Tra. Signior Hortenfio, I have often heard

Of your entire afFet^ion to Bianca

;

And fince mine eyes are witnefs of her lightnefs,

I will with you— if you be fo contented

—

Forfwear Bianca and her love for ever.

Her, See, how they kifs and court !—Signior Lucentio,

Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow

—

Never to woo her more ; but do forfwear her,

As one unworthy all the former favours

That I have fondly flattered her withal.

Tra, And here I take the like unfeigned oath—
Never to marry her, though fhe would entreat

:

Fye on her ! fee how beaftly fhe doth court him.

Hor. 'Would all the world, but he, had quite forfworn !

For me—that I may furely keep mine oath,

I will be marry'd to a wealthy widow.

Ere three days pafs ; which hath as long lov'd me.
As I have lov'd this proud difdainful haggard :

And fo farewell, Signior Lucentio.

—

Kindnefs in women, not their beauteous looks,

Shall win my love :—and fo I take my leave,

In refolution as 1 fwore before. [Exit Hortensio,
Tra, Miftrefs Bianca, blefs you with fuch grace

As 'longeth to a lover's blefled cafe !

Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love ;

And have forfworn you with Hortenfio.

[Lucentio and Bianca comeforward,
Bian, Tranio, you jeft ; But have you both forfworn

me?
Tr^. Miftrefs, we have.

Luc, Then we are rid of Licio.

Tra, I'faith, he'll have a lufty widow now.
That fhall be woo*d and wedded in a day,

Blan, God give him joy I

Tra. AYj and he'Jl tame her,

P2 Bian,
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Biafi, He fays fo, Tranlo.

Tra, 'Faith he is gone unto the taming fchool.

Bian. The taming-fchool ! what is there fuch a place ?

Tra. Ay, miftrefs, and Petruchio is the mafter

;

That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long

—

To tame a ihrew, and charm her chattering tongue,

£nur BioNDELLo, running,

Eton, Oh mafter, mafter, I have watch'd fo long

That I'm dog-weary ; but at lafl: I fpied

An ancient angel coming down the hill,

Will ferve the turn.

Tra, What is he, Biondello ?

Bion, Mafter, a mercatante, or a pedant,

I knov/ not what ; but formal in apparel,

In gait and countenance furely like a father.

Luc. And what of him, Tranio ?

Tra. tfhe be credulous, and truft my tale,

I'll make him glad to feem Vincentio

;

And give afturance to Baptifta Minola,

As if he were the right Vincentio.

Take in your love, and then let me alone.

[Exeunt LucENTio and Bianca«.

Enter a Pedant,

Fed. God fave you, fir

!

Tra. And you, fir ! you are welcome.

Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheft ?

Ped. Sir, at the fartheft for a week or two

:

But then up farther ; and as far as Rome j

And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me life.

Tra: What countryman, I pray ?

Fed, Of Mantua.

Tra. Of Mantua, fir ?— marry, God forbid !

And come to Padua, carelefs of your life ?

Ped. My life, fir ! how, I pray ? for that goes hard,

Tra. 'Tis death for any one in Mantua

To come to Padua : Know you not the caufe ?

Your ftiips are ftaid at Venice ; and the duke V

(For private quarrel 'twixt your duke and him)

Hath publilh'd and proclaim'd it openly

:

'Tis
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*TIs marvel ; but that you're but newly come,

You might have heard it elfe proclaim'd about.

Ped. Alas, iir, it is worfe for me than fo j

For I have bills for money by exchange

-From Flore ce, and muft here deliver them.

Tra, Well, fir, to do you courtefy,

This will I do, and this will I advife you ;

—

>

Firft, tell me, have you ever been at Pifa?

Ped. Ay, fir, in Pifa have I often been 5

Pifa, renowned for grave citizens.

Tra. Among them, know you one Vincentio ?

Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him ;

A merchant of incomparable wealth.

Tra. He is my father, fir ; and, footh to fay,

In countenance fomewhat doth refemble you.

Bion, As much as an apple doth an oyfter, and all one.

IJfide.

Tra. To fave your life in this extremity,

This favour will I do you for his fake ;

And think it not the word of all your fortunes,

That you are like to Sir Vincentio.

His name and credit fhall you undertake,

And in my houfe you fhall be friendly lodg'd :—

*

Look that you take upon you as you fhould ;

You understand me, fir ;—fo fhall you ftay

'Till you have done your bufinefs in the city

:

If this be courtefy, fir, accept of it.

Ped, Oh, fir, I do ; and will repute you ever

The patron of my life and liberty.

Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good.

This, by the way, I let you underftand ;—

^

My father is here look'd for every day,

To pafs afTurance of a dower in marriage

'Twixt me and one Baptifta's daughter here

:

lii all thefe circumftances I'll inllruit you

:

Go with me, fir, to clothe you as becomes you. [Ex(unt»

P3 §C£N^
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SCENE III."

Enter Katharine and Grumio.

Gru, No, no, forfooth i I dare not for my life.

Kath. The more my wrong, the more his fpite appears :

What, did he marry me to famifli me ?

Beggars, that come unto my father's door,

Upon entreaty, have a prefent alms ;

If not, elfev/here they meet 'vith charily

:

But I—who never knew how to entreat,

Nor never needed that I Ihould entreat

—

Am ftarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of fleep

:

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed

:

And that which fpites me more than all thefe wants.

He does it under name of perfect love;

As who fhould fay-- if I (hould fleep or eat,

'Twerc deadly ficknefs, or elfe prefent death.

—

I prithee go, and get me fome repafl

;

I care not what, fo it be wholefome food.

Gru. What fay you to a neat's foot ?

Kath, 'Tis paffing good ; I prithee let me have it,

Gru, I fear it is too phlegmatick a meat :—
How fay you to a fat tripe, finely broil'd ?

Kath. I like it well ; good Grumio, fetch it me.

Gru, I cannot tell; I fear 'tis cholerick.

What fay you to a piece of beef and muftard ?

Kath. A difh that I do love to feed upon.

Gru, Ay, but the muflard is too hot a little,

Kath, Why, then the beef, and let the muftard refl-.

Gru. Nay, then I will not ; you fhall have the muftard,

Or elfe you get no beef of Grumio.
Kath, Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt.

Gru, Why, then the muflard without the beef.

Kath, Go, get thee gone, thou falfe deluding flave,

\Beati him*

That feed'fl me with the very name of meat;

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you,

That triumph thus upon my mifery

!

Go, get thee gone, I fay.

Enisr
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Enter Petruchio ^/z^Hortensio, with meat.

Pet, How fares my Kate ? What, fweeting, all amort ?

Hor. Miftrefs, what cheer ?

Kath. 'Faith, as cold as can be.

Pet, Pluck up thy fplrits, look cheerfully upon me.
Here, love j thou fee'ft how diligent I am,
To drefs thy meac myfelf, and bring it thee :

I am fure, fweet Kate, this kindnefs merits thanks.

What, not a word ? Nay then, thou lov'ft it not j

And all my pains is forted to no proof

:

Here, take away this difh.

Kath. I pray you, let it ftand.

Pet. The pooreft fervice is repaid with thanks;
And fo fhall mine, before you touch the meat.

Kath, I thank you, fir.

Hor, Signior Petruchio, fye ! you are to blame :

Come, miftrefs Kate, I'll bear you company.
Pet, Eat it up all, Hortenfio, if thou lov'ft me.

Much good do It unto thy gentle heart

!

Kate, eat apace :—And now, my honey love.

Will we return unto thy father's houfe ;

And revel it as bravely as the beft,

With filken coats, and caps, and golden rino-g.

With ruffs, and cuffs, and fardingals, and things ;

With fcarfs, and fans, and double change of bravery
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery.

'

What, haft thou din'd ? The tailor ftays thy leifure

To deck thy body with his ruftling treafure.— '

Enter Tailor,

Come, tailor, let us fee thefe ornaments;

Enter Haberdajher,

Lay forth the gown.—What news with you, fir?

Hah. Here is the cap your worfhip did befpeak,
Pet, Why, this was moulded on a porringer •

A velvet difh \—fye, fye ! 'tis lewd and filthy

;

Why, 'tis a cockle, or a walnut-fhelj,

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap

;

Away with it, come, let me have a bigger.
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Kath. ril have no bigger ; this doth fit the time.

And gentlewomen wear iuch caps as thefe.

Pet» When you are gentle you fhall have one. too,

And not 'till then.

Hor. That vi'ill not be in hafte. \_Afide^

Kath, Why> lir, I truft I may have leave to fpeak \

And fpeak I will ; I am no child, no babe :

Your betters have endur'd me fay my mind ;

And, if you cannot, befl you ftop your ears.

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart \

Or clfe my heart, concealing it, will break :

And, rather than it fhall, I will be free

Even to the utternioft, as I pleafe, in words.

Pet, Why, thou fay'ft true ; it is a paltry cap,

A cuftard-coffin, a bauble, a filken pye :

1 love thee well, in that thou lik'ft it not.

Kath, Love me, or love me not, I like the cap

;

And it I will have, or I will have none,

Fet, Thy gown ? why, ay :—Come, tailor, let us fec't,

mercy, God ! what mafking fluff is here ?

What's this ? a deeve ? 'tis like a demi-cannon :

What ! up and down, carv'd like an apple- tart ?

Here's fnip, and nip, and cut, and flifh, and flafh,

Like to a cenfer in a barber's fhop:—
W^hy, what, o'devil's name, tailor, call'fl thou this ?

Hor, I fee fhe's like to have neither cap nor gown.

Ufide.

Tal, You bid me make it orderly and well,

According to the fafhion and the time.

Pet, Marry, and did ; but if you be remembred,

1 did not bid you mar it to the time.

Go, hop me over every kennel home,

For you fhall hop without my cuflom, fir :

I'll none of it ; hence, make your befl of it.

Kath, I never faw a better fafhion'd gown,
More quaint, more pleafing, nor more commendable

:

Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me.
Pet. Why, true ; he means to make a puppet of thee.

Tai, She fays, your worfhip means to make a puppet

©fher.

Feu
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Pet. O monftrous arrogance !

Thou lieft, thou thread, thou thimble,

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail.

Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket thou :

—

Brav'd in mine own houfe with a fkein of thread ?

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant j

Or I fhall f© be-mete thee with thy yard.

As thou fhalt think on prating whilft thou liv'fl!

I tell thee, I,. that thou haft marr'd her gown.
TaL Your worfliip is deceiv'd j the gown is made

Juft as my mafter had direftion :

Grumio gave orders how it fhould be done.

Gru. I gave him no order, I gave him the ftufF.

^ai. But how did you defire it fhould be made ?

Gru. Marry, fir, with needle and thread.

^ai. But did you not requeft to have it cut ?

Gru, Thou hafl fac'd many things.

Tia/. I have.

Gru. Face not me : thou haft brav'd many men;
brave not me : I will neither be fac'd nor brav'd. 1 fay

unto thee—I bid thy mafter cut out the gown: but I did

not bid him cut it to pieces : ergo, thou lieft,

Tai. Why, here is the note of the fafhion to teftify.

Pet. Read it.

Gru, The note lies in his throat, if he fay I faid fo*

Tai . Imprimis^ a loofe bodied gown

:

—
Gru. Mafter, if ever I faid loofe-bodied gown, fow me

up in the fkirts of it, and beat me to death with a bottom of
t)rown thread

; I faid a gown.
Pet. Proceed.

Tai. IVith a f?naU compafs'd cape
'^

Gru, I confeis the cape.

Tai. With a trunk Jleeve \
—

—

Gru, I confefs two fleeves.

Tai. The JJeeves curioujiy cut.

Pet. Ay, there's the villany.

Gru. Error i' the bill, fir; error i' the bill. I com-
manded the fleeves fhould be cut out, and fow'd up aeain ;
and that I'll prove upon thee, though thy little finger be
armed in a thimble.

Tai. This is true that I fay j an I had thee in place
where, thou fhould 'ft know it.

Gru,
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Gru, I am for thee ftralght : take thou the bill, giv^e me
thy mete-yard, and fpare not me.

Hor. God-a-merey, Grumiol then he fhall have no
odds.

Pet, Well, fir, in brief, the gown is not for me.
Gru, You are i' the right, fir ; 'tis for my miftrefs..

Pet, Go, take it up unto thy mafter's ufe.

Gru, Villain, not for thy life: Take up my miflrefs'

gown for thy mafter's ufe !

Pet. Why, fir, what's your conceit in that ?

Gru, Oh, fir, the conceit is deeper than you think for :

Take up my miftrefs' gown unto his mafter's ufe !

Oh, fye, fye, fye I

Pet. Hortenfio, fay thou wilt fee the tailor paid :—

Go take it hence ; be gone, and fly no more.

Hor, Tailor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to-morrow.

Take no unkindnefs of his hafty words :

Away, I fay; commend me to thy mafter. [Exit Tailar,

Pet. Well, come, my Kate : we will unto your father's.

Even in thefe honeft mean habiliments ;

Our purfes fhall be proud, our garments poor

:

For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich ;

And as the fun breaks through the darkeft clouds,

So honour peexeth in the meaneft habit.

What, is the jay more precious than the iark;,

Becaufe his feathers are more beautiful ?

Or is the adder better than the eel,

Becaufe his painted fkin contents the eye ?

Oh, no good Kate ; neither art thou the worfe

For this poor furniture, and mean array.

If thou account'ft it ihame, lay it on me :

And therefore, frolick, we will hence forthwith,

To feaft and fport us at thy father's houfe.

—

Go, call my men, and let us ftraight to him ;

And bring our horfes unto Long-lane end,

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot.—
Let's fee ; I think 'tis now fome kYQn o'clock.

And well we may come there by dinner-time.

Kath. I dare afture you, fir, 'tis almoft two ;

And 'twill be fupper-time ere you come there.

Pa.
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Pet, It fliall be feven, ere I go to horfe :

Look, what I fpeak, or do, or think to do,

You are ftill croffing it.—Sirs, let's alone :

I will not go to-day ; and ere I do,

It fhall be what o'clock I fay it is.

Hor, Why, fo ! this gallant will command the fun.

[Exit Pet. Kath. and HoR.

SCENE IV. Before Baptista'j Houfe.

Enter Tranio, and the Pedant^ drejfed like Vincentio*

Tr^. Sir, this is the houfe : Pleafe it you that I call?

Ped, Ay, what elk} and, but I be deceiv'd,

Signior Baptifla may remember me,
Near twenty years ago, in Genoa,
Where we were lodgers at the Pegafus.

Tra. 'Tis well ; and hold your own, in any cafe.

With fuch aufterity as 'longeth to a father.

Enter Biondello.

Ped. I warrant you : But, fir, here comes your boy:
*^Twere good he were fchoolM.

Tra. Fear you not him. Sirrah, Biondello,

Now do your duty thoroughly, I advife you;
Imagine 'twere the right Vincentio.

Bion. Tut ! fear not me.
Tra. But haft thou done thy errand to Baptlfta?

Bion. I told him, that your father was in Venice ;

And that you looked for him this day in Padua.
Tra. Thour't a tall fellow ; hold thee that to drink.

Here comes Baptifta:—fetyour countenance, fir.

j&^/^rBAPTISTA 6?7^ LUCENTIO.

Signior Baptifta, you are happily met

:

Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of;

I pray you, ftand good father to me now.
Give me Bianca for my patrimony.

Pet. Soft, fon!—
Sir, by your leave ; having come to Padua

To gather in fome debts, my fon Lucentio

Made me acquainted with a weighty caufe

Of
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Of love between your daughter and himfelf :

A nd—for the good report 1 hear of you, I

And for the love he beareth to your daughter.

And fbe to him—to ftay him not too long,

I am content, in a good father's care.

To have him match'd ; and—if you pleafe to like

No worfe than 1, fir—upon fome agreement,

Me fhall you find ready and v/illing

With one confent to have her fo beftow'd

:

For curious I cannot be with you,

Signior Baptifta, of whom I hear fo well.

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to' fay ;—

^

Your plainnefs, and your (hortnefs pleafe me well.

Right true it is, your fon Lucentio here

Doth love my daughter, and flie loveth him,

Or both dilTemble deeply their afFedtions :

And, therefore, if you fay no more than this

—

That like a father you will deal with him.

And pafs my daughter a fufficient dower.

The match is made, and all is done :

Your fon (hall have my daughter with confent.

Tra, I thank you, fir. Where then do you know beff-.

We be afPy'd; and fuch aflu ranee ta'en.

As (ball with either part's agreement ftand ?

Bdp. Not in my houfe, Lucentio ; for, you know.

Pitchers have ears, and I have many fervants :

Befides, old Gremio is heark'ning ftill

:

And, happily, we might be interrupted.

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you, fir :

There doth my father lie ; and there, this night.

We'll pafs the bufmefs privately and well :

Send for your daughter by your fervant here,

My boy {hall fetch the fcrivener prefently.

The worft is this—that at fo (lender warning,

You'r like to have a thin and flender pittance.

Bap. It likes me well :—Cambio, hie you home.

And bid Bianca make her ready ftraight

:

And, if you will, tell what hath happened;—
Lucentio's father is arriv'd in Padua,

And how fhe's like to be Lucentio's wife.

lauc. I pray the godsihe may, with all my heart. [Exit,.
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Tra, Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone,

Signior Baptifta, ihall I lead the way ?

Welcome ! one mefs is like to be your cheer

:

Come, fir; we will better it in Pifa.

Bap, I follow you. [Exeunt,

Bion, Cambio

—

[Lucentio returns,

Luc, What fay'ft thou, Biondello?

Bion, You faw my mafter wink and laugh upon you ?

Luc, Biondello, what of that ?

Bion, 'Faitli, nothing ; but he has left me here behind,

to expound the meaning or moral of his figns and tokens.

Luc, I pray thee, moralize them.

Bion, Then thus—Baptifta is fafe, talking with the da-

ceiving father of a deceitful fon.

Luc. And what of him ?

Bion, His daughter is to be brought by you to the fup*

per,

Luc. And then ?—
Bion, The old prieft at Saint Luke's church is at your

command at all hours.

Luc, And what of all this ?

Bion, I cannot tell ; expedl: they are bufled about a coun-
terfeit aiTurance ; take you affurance of her, cum priviiegi*

ad imprimendum folum : to the church take the prieft, clerk,

and fome fufficient honeft witnefTes :

If this be not that you look for, I have no more to fay,

But, bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day.

Luc, Hear'ft thou, Biondello ?

Bion. I cannot tarry : I knew a wench married in an
afternoon as ftie went to the garden for parfley to ftuft" a

rabbit ; and fo may you, lir ; and fo adieu, fir. My mafter

hath appointed me to go to Saint Luke's, to bid the prieft

be ready to come againft you come with your appendix.

lExiU
Luc. I may, and will, if fhe be fo contented.

She will be pleas'd, then wherefore {hould I doubt I

Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her ^

It fhall go hardj if Cambio go wtthout her. \^Exif,

SCENE
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SCENE V, J green Lane.

Enter Petruchio, Katharine, and Hortensio.
Pet, Come on, o'God's name; once tnore toward our

father's.

Good Lord, how bright and goodly fhlnes the moon

!

Kath, The moon ! the fun ; it is not moon-light now.
Pet, I fay it is the moon that fhines fo bright.

Kath, I know it is the fun that ftiines fo bright.

Pet. Now, by my mother's fon, and that's^ myfelf.

It fhall be moon, or ftar, or what I lift.

Or ere I journey to your father's houfe:

—

Go on, and fetch our horfes back again.—
Evermore croft and croft; nothing but croft !

Hor. Say as he fays, or we fhall never go.

Kath. Forward I pray, lince we are come fo far.

And be it moon, or fun, or what you pleafe :

And if you pleafe to call it a rufli candle.

Henceforth I vow it ihall be fo for me.
Pet. I fay it is the moon.
Kath. I know it is the moon.
Pet. Nay, then you lie ; it is the blefled fun.

Kath. Then, God be bleft, it is the blefled fun :-—

But fun it is not, when you fay it is not

;

And the moon changes even as your mind.
What you will have it nam'd, even that it is ;

And fo it ftiall be fo, for Katharine.

Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways ; the field is won.
Pet. Well, forward, forward: thus the bowl ihould run.

And not unluckily againft the bias.—
But foft s company is coming here.

Enter Vincentio.

Good-morrow, gentle miftrefs : Where away ?—
[To Vincentio,

Tell me, fweet Kate, and tell me truly too

—

Haft thou beheld a freftier gentlewoman ?

Such war of white and red within her cheeks f

What ftars do fpangle heaven with fuch beauty.

As thofe two eyes become that heavenly face ?

—

Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee :—

^

Sw^eet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's fake.

Hor. 'A will make the man mad, to make a woman ofhim,
1 Kath,
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Kaih. Young budiling virgin, fair, and frefh, and fwcet.

Whither away ; or where is thy abode ?

Happy the parents of fo fair a child ;

Happier the man, whom fav^ourable ftars

Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow !

Pet. Why, how now, Kate ! I hope, thou art not mad :

This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered
5

And not a maiden, as thou fay'ft he is.

Kath. Pardon, old father, my miftaking eyes.

That have been fo bedazzled with the fun.

That every thing I look on feemeth green

:

Now I perceive thou art a reverend father

;

Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miftaking.

Pet. Do, good old grand-fire : and, withal, make known
Which way thou traveliefl: : if along with us,

We fhall be joyful of thy company.
Vin. Fair fir—and you my merry miftrefs

—

That with your flrange encounter much arnazM me ;

My name is call'd—Vincentio; my dwelling—Pila :

And bound I am to Padua ; there to vifit

A fon of mine, which long I have not k^n.
Pet. What is his name ?

Vin. Lucentio, gentle fir.

Pet. Happily met ; the happier for thy fon.

And now by lav/, as well as reverend age,

I may entitle thee—my loving father;

The fifter to my wife, this gentlewoman.
Thy fon by this hath marry 'd :—Wonder not.

Nor be not griev'd; fhe is of good efteem,

Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ,

Befide, fo quallfy'd as may befeem'

The fpoufe of any noble gentleman.

Let me embrace with old Vincentio :

And wander we to fee thy honeft fon.

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous.

Fin. But is this true ? or is it elfe your pleafure^

Like pleafant travellers, to break a jeft

Upon the company you overtake f

Hor, I do alfure thee, father, (o it is.

Pet. Come, go along, and fee the truth hereof;
For our iirii merriment hath made thee jealous.

{Exeurit P£T. Kath. andVi^CT.h'-
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Hor. Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in hearfa
Have to my widow 5 and if Ihe be froward,
Then haft thou taught Hortenfio to be untoward. \ExU.

A G T V.

SCENE I. Before Lucentio'^ Houfe,

Enter Biondello, Lucentio, and Bianca^ Gremio
walking on one fide,

Biondello,

OOFTLY and fwiftly, fir; for the prieft is ready.

Luc. I fly, Biondello: but they mky chance to need thee

at home, therefore leave us.

Bion. Nay, faith, I'll fee the church o' your back ; and

then come back to my mafter as foon as I can. [Exeunt^

Gre, I marvel, Cambio comes not all this while.

Enter Petruchio, Katharine, Vincentio, and
Attendants,

Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's houfe.

My father's bears more toward the market-place

;

Thither muft I, and here I leave you, fir.

Vin You ihall not choofe but drink before you ga;

I think I fhall command your welcome here.

And, by all likelihood, fome cheer is toward. [Knocks t,

Gre, They're bufy within, you were beft knock louder*

[Pedant looks out ofthe window,

Ped, What's he, that knocks as he would beat down the

gate ?

Vin. Is fignior Lucentio within, fir?

Ped. He's within, fir, but not to be fpoken withal.

Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two
to make merry withal ?

Ped, Keep your hundred pounds to yourfelf ; he fliall

need none fo long as I live.

Pet. Nay, I told you, your fon was belov'd in Padua.—-

Do you hear, fir ?—to leave frivolous circumftances—

I

pray you, tell fignior Lucentio, that his father is come from

Pifa, and is here at the door to fpeakwith him.

Ped. Thou lieft ; his father is come to Padua, and here

looking out at the windov/.

Vin.
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rtn. Art thou his father?

Fed, Ay, fir; fo his mother fays, If I may believe her.

Pet, Why, how now, gentleman ! why, this is flat

knavery, to take upon you another man's name.

P€d. Lay hands on th» villain ! I believe 'a means t9

cozen fomebody in this city under my countenance.

Re-enter Biondello.

Bion. I have feen them in the church together ; God
fend 'em good fhipping !—But who is here? mine old ma-
iler Vincentio ? now we are undone and brought to no-
thing.

Vin, Come hither, crack-hemp. [Seeing Biondello,
Bion, I hope I may choofe, fir.

Vin. Come hither, you rogue : What, have you forgot

me ?

Bion, Forgot you ? no, fir : I could not forget you, for

I never faw you before in all my life.

Vin. What, you notorious villain, didft thou never fee

thy mafter's father Vincentio ?

Bicn, What, my worfhipful old mailer ? yes, marry, fir;

fee where he looks out of the window.
Vin. Is't fo indeed ? [He beats Bio-m-DELLO,

Bion. Help, help, help ! here's a madman will murder
me. [Exit.

Fed. Help, fon ! help, fignior Baptifta 1

Pet, Prithee, Kate, let's fland afide, and fee the end of

this controverfy. [They retirco

Re-enter below^ the Pedant with Servants^ Baptista, and
Tranio.

Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my fervant ?

Vin. What am I, fir ? nay, what are you, fir ?—Oh, Im-
mortal gods ! Oh, fine villain ! a filken doubleti a velvet

hofe ! a fcarlet cloke ! and a copatain hat!—Oh, I am un-
done ! I am undone ! while I play the good hufband at

home, my fon and my fervant fpend all at the univerfity.

Tra. How now ! what's the matter ?

Bap, What, is the man lunatick' ?

Tra, Sir, you feem a fober ancient gentleman by your

habit, but your words fhew you a mad-man ; Why, fir,

E what
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what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and gold? I tbanfc^

my good father, I am able to maintain it.

yin. Thy father ?—Oh villain !—he is a fail-maker ire

Bergamo.
Bap. You miftake, fir ; you miftake, fir : Pray, what

do you think is his name ?

Vin, His name? as if I knew not his name? I have

|)rouo-ht him up ever fince he was three years oldj and his

name is—*Tranio.

Ped. Away, away, mad afs ! his name is Lucentio ; and

he is mine only fonj and heir to the lands of me, fignior'

Vincentio.

Fin, Lucentio!—oh, he hath murdered hismafter!—

Lay hold on him, I charge you, in the duke's name :—Oh,

my fon, my fon !-~-te]l me, thou villain, where is my fon

Lucentio ?

Tra. Call forth an officer : carry this mad knave to the

joji :—father Baptlfta, I charge you, fee that he be forth-

coming.

Vin. Carry me to the jail

!

Gre, Stay, officer ; he fhall not go to prifon.

Bap, Talk not, fignior Gremios I fay he fhall go to

prifon.

Gre. Take heed, fignlor Baptifta, left you be coney-

catch'd in this bufinefsj I dare fwear, this is th« right Vin^

centio.

Pedi Swear, if thou dar'fl.

Gre. Nay, I dare not fwear it,

Tr^. Then thou wert beft fay that I am not Lucentio^

Cre, Yes, I know thee to be fignior Lucentio ?

Bap. K\N2iy with the dotard; to the jail with him.

Vin, Thus ftrangers may be hal'd and abus'd :—
Oh monilroLis villain !

i^^-^«/^r BioNDELLO, twV/5 Lucentio ^/z^BiANCA'.

Bion. Oh, we are fpoiled, and— Yonder he is j deny him,

forfwear him j or elfe we are all undone.

[Exeunt Biondello, Tranio, and Pedant*

Luc. Pardon, fweet father. [Kneeling,^

yin. Lives my fweet fon ?

Bian, Pardon, dear father,

Bafi
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S^p, How haft thou ofFended ?-y

Where's Lucentio ?

Luc, Here's Lucentio,

Eight fon unto the right Vincentio ;

That have by marriage made thy daughter mine.

While counterfeit fuppofes blear'd thine eye.

Gre, Here's packing, with a witnefs, to deceive us all

!

Vin, Where is that damn'd villain, Trani©,

That fac'dand brav'd me in this matter fo I

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio ?

Biar.. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio.

Liic^ Love wrought thefe miracles. Bianca's love

Made me exchange my ftate with Tranio,
While he did bear my countenance in the town ;

And happily 1 have arriv'd at laft

Unto the wiihed haven of my blifs :—

•

What Tranio did, myfelf enforc'd him to

;

Then pardon him, fweet father, for my fake.

Fin. Ill flit the villain's nofe, that would have fent me
to the jail.

Bap. But do you hear, fir ? Have you married my daugh-
ter without afking my good-will ?

Vin. Fear not, Baptifta ; we will content you, go to

:

But I will in to be reveng'd for this villany. [Exit*

Bap, And I, to found the depth of this knavery. [Exit,

fjuc. Look not pale, Bianca ^ thy father will not frown.

[Exeunt,

Gre, My cake is dough : But I'll in among the reft ;

OvLt of hope of all—but my fhare of the feaft. [Exit,

Petruchio and Katharine advancing.

Keith. Huftmnd^ let's follow, to fee the end of this ado.

Pet. Firft kifs me, Kate, and we will.

Kath, What, in the midft oftheftreet?

Pet. What, art thou afham'd of me?
Kath. No, fir; God forbid: but afham'd to kifs.

Pet. Why, thcA let's home again :—Come, firrah, let's

away.

Kath. Nay, I will give thee a kifs : now pray thee, bve,
" ftay.

Pet» Is not this well ?—Come, my (v^ett Kate

;

petter once than never, for never too late. [Exeunt.

Ea SCENE
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SCENE IL LucENTio'j Apartment.

Enter BaptistAy Vincentio, Gremio, the Pedant, Lu-
CENTIO, BlANCA, TrANIO, BiONDELLO, PeTRUCHIO.>

Katharine, Grumio, Hortensio, and IVidow, Ttie

Serving-Men with Tranio bringing in a Banquet,

Luc, At laft, though long, our jarring notes agree :

And time it is, when raging war is done,

To fmile at 'fcapes and perils over-blown.

My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome,
"While I with felf-fame kindnefs welcome thine ;'—

Brother Petruchio— fifter Katharina—

^

And thou^ Hortenfio, with thy loving widow—*
Fealt with the beft, and welcome to my houfe

;

My banquet is to clofe our ftomachs up.

After our great good cheer : Pray you, fit down ;

For now we fit and chat, as well as eat.

Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat

!

Bap, Padua affords this kindnefs, fon Petruchio.

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind.

Hor. For both our fakes, I would that word were true,

Pet. Nov/, for my life, Hortenfio fears his widow.
IVid. Then never truft me, if I be afeard.

Pet. You are very fenfibie, and yet you mifs my fenfe ;

1 mean Hortenfio is afeard of you.

JFid. Re that is giddy thinks thev/orld turns round.

Pet. Roundly reoly'd.

Kcith. Miftrefs, how mean you that ?

Wid. Thus 1 conceive by him.

Pet, Conceive by me !—How likes Hortenfio that.^

Hor. My widow fays, thus fhe conceives her tale.

Pet, Yery well mended : Kifs him for that, good widow.
Kath. He that is giddy, thinks the world turns round:—*

T pray you tell me v/hat you mean by that.

I'Vid. Your hufband being troubled with a fhrew,

Meafures my hufband's forrow by his woe :

And now you know my meaning.

Kath. A very mean meaning.

IVid. Right, I mean you.

Kath. And I am mean, indeed, refpedling you.

Pet. To her, Kate !

Hor. To her, widow!

Pet. A hundred marks my Kate does put her down.
Hor. That's my office*

Pit.
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Pet, Spoke like an officer :—Ha' to thee, lad.

[Drinks to HoRTENSlO*
Bap, How likes Gremlo thefe quick-witted folks?

Gre. Believe me, fir, they butt together well.

Bian, Head and butt ? an hafty-witted body -

Would fay, your head and butt were head and horn.

Vin. Ay, miftrefs bride, hath that awakened you?

Bian. Ay, but not frighted me ; therefore I'll fleep again.

Pet. Nay, that you ihall not ; fince you have begun.

Have at you for a better jefl or two.

Eian. Am I your bird ? I mean to fliifi: my bufli,

And then purfue me as you draw your bow :

—

You are welcome all.

[Exeunt BiANCA, Katharine, and JVidow*

Pet, She hath prevented me.—Here, fignior Tranio,

This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her not;

Therefore, a health to all that fnot and mifs'd.

Tra. Oh, fir, Lucentio flipp'd me like his greyhound.
Which runs himfelf, and catches for his mailer.

Pet, A good fwift limilcj but fomething curriili.

Tra. 'Tis well, fir, that you hunted for yourfelf

;

^Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay.

Bap, Oh, oh, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now.
Luc. I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio.

Hor, Confefs, confefs ; hath he not hit you there ?

Pet. *A has a little gall'd me, I confefs ;

And, as the jeft did glance away from me,
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright.

Bap. Now, in good fadnefs, fon Petruchio,

I think thou haft the verieft fhrew of all.

Pet, Well, I fay—no ; and therefore, for aiTurance,

Let*s each one fend unto his wife ;

And he whofe wife is moft obedient

To come at nrft when he doth fend for her,

Shall win the wager which we will propofe.

Hor. Content;—what's the wager

;

Luc, Twenty crowns.

Pet, Twenty crowns !

I'll venture (o much on my hawk or hound,
But twenty times fo much upon my wife.

Luc. A hundred then.
' Hor, Content.

"^

Pet, A match ; 'tis done,

Hor, Who fhall begin ?

Luc.
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Luc. That will I.

Qo^ Biondcllo, bid your miftrefs come to me.

Bion, I go.
'

l^Eiiit,

Bap, Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes.

Luc, I'll have no halves ^ Fll bear it all myfelf.

Re-enter Biondello.

How now ? what news ?

Blon» Sir, my miftrefs fends you word '

That ftie is bufy, and ihe cannot come.

Pet, How! fhe is bufy, and {he cannot come!

Js that an anfwer ?

Gre, Ay, and a kind one too ;

Pray God, fir, your wife fend you not a worfe.

Bet, I hope, better.

Hor, Sirrah, Biondello, go and entreat my wife

To come to me forthwith. \^Rxit BiONDELto.
Bet, Oh, ho ! entreat her !

2^ ay, then fhe needs muft come.

Hor. I am afraid, fir,

po what you can yours will not be entreated.

Enter Biondello.

Now, wbere's my wife ?

Bion, She fays you have fome goodly jeft in hand|
She will not come; fhe bids you come to her.

Bet, Worfe and worfe ; fhe will not come

!

Oh vile, intolerable, not to be endur'd !

Sirrah, Grumio, go to your miftrefs ;

Say 1 command her come to me. [Exit, Gru,
Hor, I know her anfwer.

Bet, What?
Hor, She will not.

Bet* The fouler fortune mine, and there an end.

Enter Katharine.

Bap, Now, by my holidame, here comes Katharina \

Kaih, What's your will, fir, that you fend for mc?
Bet. Where is your fiftrer and Hortenfio's wife?

Kaih. They fit conferring by the parlour fire.

Pet. Go fetch them hither • if they deny to come.
Swinge me them foundly forth unto their hufbands :

Away, I fay, and bring them hither Ibaight. [Exit Kath.
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder.
Hor, And fo it is j I wonder wiiat it bodes.

Bet,
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Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet life.

And awful rule, and right fupremacy

;

And, to be fhort, what not that's fweet and happy.

Bap, Now /air befall thee, good Petruchio !

The wager thou haft won ; and I will add

Unto their lolTes twenty thoufand crowns

;

Another dowry to another daughter,

For fhe is changM as fhe had never been.

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet;

And ihow more fign of her obedience,

Her new-built virtue and obedience.——

Re-enter Katharine with Biai^ca and Widowo

See where (he comes ; and brings your froward wives
As prifoners to her womanly perfuafion.

—

Katharine, that cap of your's becomes you not;

OfF with that bauble, throw it under foot.

[She pulls off her Cap, and throws it down*
Wid, Lord, let me never have a caufe to figh

*Till I be brought to fuch a filly pafs

!

Bian, Fye ! what a foolifh duty call you this ?

Luc. 1 would your duty were as foolifh too

:

The wifdom of your duty, fair Bianca,

Hath coft me an hundred crowns .nnce fupper-time-
' Bian. The more fool you for laying on my duty.

Pet. Katharine, I charge thee tell thefe headilrong women
What duty they do owe their lords and hufbands.

Wid, Come, come, you're mocking ; w^e will have no
telling.

Pet. Come on, I fay; and firft begin with her.

IP id. She fhall not.

Pet, I fay (he fhall ;—and firft begin with her.

Kath. Fye ! fye ! unknit that threatening unkind brow,
^nd dart not fcornful glances from thofe eyes

To wound thy. lord, thy king, thy governor:
It blots thy beauty as frofts bite the meads

;

Confounds thy fame as whirlwinds fhake their buds
j

And in no fenfe is meet or amiaWe.

A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled.

Muddy, iil-feeming, thick, bereft of beauty;

And, while it is fo, none fo dry or thirfty

\yill deign to fip, or touch one drop of it.

Thy hulband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper,

Thy headj thy fovereign ; one that cares for thee,

8 And
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And for thy maintenance ; commits his body

To painful labour, both by fea and landj

To watch the night in ftorms, the day in cold,

While thou ly'ft warm at home, fecure and fafe 5

And craves no other tribute at thy hands

But love, fair looks, and true obedience,—* .^

Too little payment for fo great a debt.

Such duty as the fubjeft owes the prince,

Even fuch a woman oweth to her hufband

;

And when fhe's froward, peevifh, fullen, four^

And not obedient to his honeft will.

What is fhe but a foul contending rebel.

And gracelefs traitor to her loving lord ?

I am afham'd that women are fo iimple

To offer war where they fhould kneel for peace ,

Or feek for rule, fupremacy, and fway,

When they are bound to ferve, love, and obey„

Why are our bodies fofr, and wesk, and fmooth;^

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world.

But that our foft condition, and our hearts.

Should well agree with our external parts ?

Come, come, you froward and unable worms ?

My mind hath been as big as one of your's,

My heart as great ; my reafon haply m.ore,

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown

;

But now I fee our lances are but ftraws

;

Our ftrength as weak, our weaknefs paft compare—

•

That feeming to be moft which we indeed leait are.

Then vail your ftomachs, for it is no boot,

iVid place your hands below your hufband's foot

:

In token of which duty, if he pleafe,

Mv hand is ready, may it do him eafe.

Pet. Why, there's a v/ench !—Come on, andkifs me Kate*

Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad; for thou ihalt ha't.

Vin, 'Tis a good hearing when children are tov/ard.

Luc. But a harOi hearing when women are froward.

Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to bed :— »

We three are married, but you two are fped^

'*Twas I won the wager, though you hit the white;

And, being a winner, God give you good night f

[Exeu7it Petruchio atid Katharine,
Hor. Now, go thy ways, thou haft tam'd a curft fhrew.

Luc, 'Tis a wonder, by your leave, (he will be tam'd fo.

[Exeunt omnes.
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DRAMATIS PERSONS.
MEN.

King ofFrance,

Duke of Florence,

Bertram, Count cfRouftlkn,

La FEU, an old Lord.

Par o l l e s , a parajitlcal Follower of Bertram ; a Coward

^

^hut .vain, and a great Pretender to Valour.
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Florentine War,
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WOMEN.
Csunfefs of Ronjillon, Mother to Bertram,
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Sc E N E lies partly in France, andpartly In Tufcany,

Tl^e Perfons were firft enumerated by Row«.
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A C T I.

SCENE I. The Countefs ofRoufilkn\Houfe in France,

Enter Bertram, M^ Countefs of RoufiUonyii'E.L-E'^At and
La FEU, all in black,

Countefs,

IN delivering my fon from me, I bury a fecGlid huf-

band.

Ber, And I, ingoings madam, weep o'er my father's

death anew : but I mud attend. his majefcy's command,
to whom I am now in ward, everm^ore in fubjedlion.

Laf, You fhall find of the king a hufband, madam

;

you, fir, a father. He, that fo generally is at all times

good, mu ft of neceffity hold his virtue to you; whofe
worthinefs would ftir it- up where it wanted, rather, than
flack it where there is fuch abundance.

Count, What hope is there of his majefty's amend-
ment ?

Laf, He hath abandon'd his phyficians, madam., under
whofe pradices he hath perfecuted time with hope ; and
finds no other advantage in the procefs, but only the lofing

of hope by time.

Count, This young gentlewoman had a father (O, that

had! how fad a palTage 'tis!) whofe fkill was almoft as

great as his honefty ; had it ftretch'd fo far, it would have
made nature immortal, and death fhouid have ply'd for

lack of work. 'Would, for the king's fake, he were
living ! I think it would be the death of the king's difeafe.

Laf. Howcall'd you the man you fpeak of, madam?
Count, He was famous, fir, in his profeifionj and it was"

his great right to be fo : Gerard dc Narbon.

Laf He was excellent, indeed, madam ; the king very

lately fpoke of him, admiringly, and mourningly ; he was
A s a-iifut



fkilfu! enough to have liv'd flill, if knowledge could hate

been fet up againft morality.

Ber, What is it, my good lord, the king languifhes of ?

Laf, A fiilula, my lord.

jSfr. I heard not of it before..

Laf» I would it were not notorious.—Was this gentle-

woman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ?

Count. His fole child, my lord ; and bequeathed to my
overlooking, I have thofe hopes of her good, that her

education promifes: her difpofition ihe inherits, which
makes fair gifts fairer : for where an unclean mind carries

virtuous qualities, there commendations go with pity, they

are virtues and traitors too; in her they are the better for

their fimplenefs ; fhe derives her honefty, and achieves her

goodnefs.

Laf. Your commendations, madam, get from her

tears.

Ceunt, 'Tis the beft brine a maiden can feafon her

praife in. The remembrance of her father never ap-

proaches her heart, but the tyranny of her forrows takes

all livelihood from her cheek. No more of this, He-
lena, go to, no mere; left it be rather thought you affect

a forrow, than to have.

- HtJ. I do afFedl a forrow, indeed, but I have it too.,

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead,

cxccilive grief the enemy to the living.

CounL If the living be enemy to the grief, the excefs

rrakes it foon mortal.

Ber. Madam, I defire your holy wilhes.

Laf. How underftand we that ?

Count. Be thou Weft, Bertram, and fucceed thy father

In manners as in ftiape! thy blood and virtue

Contend for empire in thee ; and thy goodnefs

Share with thy birth-right 1 Love all, truft a few.

Do wrong to none ; be able for thine enemy
Rather in power than ufe ; and keep thy friend

Under thy own life's key : be check'd for filence,

B it never tax'd for fpcech. What heaven more will.

That thee may furnilh, and my prayers pluck down,
Fallon thy .head! Farewell, my lord

;

'Tis



'Tis an unfeafoncd courtier,-good my lord,

Advife him.

Laf, He cannot want the beft

That fhall attend his love.

Count. Heaven blefs him ! Farev^rell, Bertram.

S^Exit Counlefs.

Ber. \To Helena.] The beft , wifhes that can be

forg'd in your thoughts, be fervants to you ! Be comfort-

able to my mother, your miftrefs, and make much of her.

Laf. Farewell, pretty lady : you muft hold the credit

•of your father. [^Exeunt By.k. and hay.
HeL Oh, were that all !—I think not on my father ;

And thefe great tears grace his remembrance more.

Than thofe I flied for him. What was he like .^

I have forgot him. : my imagination

Carries no favour in it, but Bertram's.

I am undone ; there is no living, none.

If Bertram be away. It were allone,

That I fhould love a bright particular flar.

And think-to wed it, he is fo above me :

In his bright radiance and collateral light

Muft I be comforted, not in his fphere.

The ambition in my love thus plagues itfelf

:

The hind, that would be mated by the lion,

Muft die for love. 'Twas pretty, tho' a plague.

To fee him every hour ; to fit and draw
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls.

In our heart's table: heart, too capable

Of every line and trick of his fweet favour!-—-^

—

But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy

Muft fandify hil relics. Who comes here ?

Enter Parolles.

One that goes with him : I love him for his fake ;

And yet I know him a notorious liar :

Think him a great way fool, folely a coward
;

Yet thefe fix'd evils fit fo fit in him.

That they take place, when virtue's fteely bones

Look bleak in the cold wind ; full oft we fee

Cold wifdom waiting onSuperfluous folly.
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Par» Save you, fair queen,

Hel. And you, monarch.
Par, No.
HeL And, no.

Par. Are you meditating on virginity ?

HeL) Ay : you have fome flain of foldicr in you ; let me
afk you a queftion. Man is enemy to virginity ; how
may we barricadoe it againll him r

Pari Keep him out.

HeL But he aiTails ; and our virginity, tho' valiant, in

the defence yet is weak : unfold to ^us fome warlike re-

fiflance.

Par. There is none : man fitting down before you,

will undermine you, and blow you up.

HeL Blefs our poor virginity from bnderminers and
blowers-up !—Is there no military pohcy, how virgins

might blow up men ?

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will quicklier

be blown up: marry, in blowing him down again, with
the breach yourfelves made, you lofe your city. It is not

politic in the commonwealth of nature, to preferve virgi-

nity. Lofs of virginity is rational increafe; and there

was never virgin got, 'till virginity was firft loft. That
you were made of is metal to make virgins. Virginity,

by being once loft, may be ten times found : by being

ever kept, it is ever loft : 'tis too cold a companion

:

away with it.

HeL I will ftand for't a little, though therefore I die

a virgin.

Par. There's little can be faid in't ; 'tis againft the

rule of nature. To fpeak on the part of virginity, is to

accufe your mothers ; which is moft infallible difobe-

dience. He that hangs himfelf, is a virgin: virginity-

murders itfelf : and fhould be buried in highways, out of

all fan6lified limit, as a defperate ofFendrefs againft nature.

Virginity breeds mites, much like a cheefe; confumes it-

felf to the very paring, and fo dies with feeding its own
ftomach. Befides, virginity is peevifti, proud, idle, made
of felf-love, which is the moft inhibited fui in the canon.

Keep it not ; you cannot choofe but lofe by't. Out
with'tj
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%vith't ; within ten years it will make itfelf two, wfiich is

a goodly increafe ; and the principal itfelf not much the
Ivorfe. Away with't.

Hel. How might one do, fir, to lofe it to her own
liking?

Par, Let me fee; Marryj ill, to like him that ne'er

it likes. 'Tis a commodity will lofe the glofs with lying.

The longer kept, the lefs worth : off with't, while 'tis

Vendible. Anfwer the time of requeft. Virginity, like

an old courtier, wears her cap out of fafhion : richly

fuited, but unfuitable
^
jull like the brooch and the tooth-

pick, which wear not now : your date is better in your
pye and your porridge, than in your cheek : and your
virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our French
wither'd pears ; it looks ill ; it eats dryly ; marry, 'tis a

a wither'd pear : it was formerly better ; marry, yet, 'tis

a wither'd pear. Will you any thing with it I

Hel. Not my virginity yet.

There fhall your mafter have a thoufand loves,

A mother, and a miftrefs, and a friend,

A phoenix, captain, and an enemy,
A guide, a goddefs, and a fovereign,

A counfellor, a traitrefs, and a dear ;

His humble ambition, proud humility

;

His jarring concord ; and his difcord dulcet
;

His faith, his fweet difafler ; with a world
Of pretty, fond, adoptious chriftendoms.

That blinking Cupid gofllps. Now fhall he——

•

I know not, what he fhall;—God fend him well!—-*

The court's a learning place ;—and he is one—

—

Par, What one, i'faith ?

Hel. That I Willi well -Tis pity

Par. What's pity?

Hel. That williing well had not a body in't.

Which might be felt : that we, the poorer born,

Whofe bafer ftars do fliut us up in wifhes,

Might with effects of them follow our friends.

And Ihevvr what we alone muft think, which never

Returns us thanks,

B '

Enter
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Ejiter Page.

Pdge, Monfieur ParoUes, my lord, calls for you.

[Exit Fag:^

Far. Little Helen, farewell; if I can remember thee^

I will think of thee at court.

Rel. Monfieur Parolies, you were born under a chari-

table (tar.

par. Under Mars, I.

Hel. I efpecially think under Mars.

Par. Why under Mars?

Hel. The wars have kept you fo under, that you mufl

needs be born under Mars.

Par. W hen he was predominant.

hlel. When he was retrograde, I think, rather.

Par. Why think you fo ?

Hel. You go fo much backward when you fight.

Par. That's for advantage.

Hel. So is running away, when fearpropofes thefafety:

but the compofition that your valour and fear makes in.

you, is a virtue of a good wing, and I like the wear well.

Par. I am fo full of bufmefs I cannot anfwer thee

acutely : I will return perfect courtier ; in the which, my
inflruftion fliall ferve to naturalize thee, fo thou wilt be

capable of courtier's counfcl, and underftand what advice

fhall thruft upon thee ; elfe thou dieft in thine unthank-

fulnefs, and thine ignorance makes thee away; farewell.

When thou haft leifure, fay thy prayers ; when thou haft

none, -remember thy friends : get thee a good hufband,

and trfe him as he ufes thee ; fo farewell. \Exk,

Hel, -Our remedies oft in ourfelvcs do lie.

Which we afcribe to heaven. The fated Iky

Gives us free fcope ; only, doth backward pull

Our flow defigns, when we ourfelves are dull.

What power rs it, which mounts my love fo high ^

That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine eye \

The mightieft fpace in fortune, nature brings

To join like likes,, and kifs, like native things.

Impoffible be ftrange attempts, to thofe

That weigh their pain in kni^ ; and do fuppofp,.

Wha-t
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What hath been, cannot be. Whoever ftrove

To lliew her merit, that did mifs her love i"

The king 's^difeafe—my projed may deceive me,

But my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me. [Exif,

S C E N E II. Changes to the Court of France.

Flourijh Cornets, Enter the King df France, with Letters,

and divers Attendants.

King. The Florentines and Senoys are by the ears

;

Have fought with equal fortune, and continue

A braving war.

I Lord. So 'tis reported, fir.

King. Nay, 'tis mod credible ; we here receive it,

A certainty, vouch'd from our coufin Auftria ;

With caution that the Florentine will move us

For fpeedy ai(3 ; wherein our deareft friend

iPrejudicates the bufmefs, and would feem

To have us make denial.

1 Lord. His lore, and wifdom,
Approv'd fo to your majefty, may plead

For ample credence.

King. He hath arm'd our anfwer
;

And Florence is deny'd, before he comes t

Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to fee

The Tufcan fervice, freely have they leave

To ftand on either part.

2 Lord. It may well ferve

A nurfery to our gentry, who are fick

For breathing and exploit.

King. What's he comes here ?

Enter Bertram, La feu, and Parolles.

I Lord. It is the count Roufillon, my good lord.

Young Bertram.

King. Youth, thou bear'ft thy father's face.

Frank nature, rather curious than in hafte,

Hath wqW compos'd thee. Thy father's moral parts

May'il thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris.

B 2 Ber.
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Ber, My thanks and duty are your majefty's.

King. I would I had that corporal foundnefs now^
As when thy father, and myfelf, in friendfhip,

Firft try'd our foldierfhip ! He did look far

Into the fervice of the time, and was
Difcipled of the braved. He lafted long ;

But on us both did haggifli age fteal on, .

And wore us out of a(Bi. It much repairs m«-

To talk of your good father : in his youth

He had the wit, which I can well obferve

To-day in our young lords ; but they may jeft^

Till their own fcorn return to them, unnoted.

Ere they can hide their levity in honour.

So like a courtier, contempt nor bitternefs

Were in his. pride or fharpnefs ; if they were.

His equal had awak'd them ; and his honour.

Clock to itfelf, knew the true minute when
Exception bid him fpeak ;. and, at that time.

His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him
He us'd as creatures of another place

;

And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks.

Making them proud of his humility.

In their poor praife he humbled: Such a man
Might be a copy to thefe younger times ;

Which, followed well, would demonftrate them now
But goers backward.

Ber. His good remembrance, fir,

Ivies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb :-

So in approof lives not his epitaph,^

As in your royal fpeech,

Ki7jg. 'Would I w ere with him ! He would always {'^f

(^lethinks I hear him now ; his plaufive words
He fcatterM not in ears, but grafted them
To grow there, and. to bear)

—

Let me not live ^
—Thus his good melancholy oft began.

On the cataftrophe and heel of pafiiime,

When it was out

—

let me not Jive (quoth he)

After rnyjlame lacks oiU to he thefmiff
Ofyoungerj'pirits ; whofe apprehenfive fenfes

All but mew things difdain \ whofe judgments ar^S'

Mere
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Mere fathers of their garments ; tubofe conflancies

Expire before theirfajhions

:

Tins he wifh'd.

I, after him, do after him wilh too.

Since I nor wax, nor honey, can bring home,
I quickly were diifolved from my hive.

To give fome labourer room.

2 Lord. You are lov'd, fir

;

They, that leaft lend it you, fhall lack you firfl:.

King, I fill a place, I know't.—-How long is't, count.

Since the phyfician at your father's died ?

He was much fam'd.

Ber. Some fix months fince, my lord.

King. If he were living, I v\^ould try him yet ;

—

I>end me an arm ; the reft have worn me out
With feveral applications :— nature and ficknefs

Debate it at their leifure.—Welcome, count.

My fon's no dearer.

Ber. Thank your majefty- [_FJouri/h. Exeunt.

SCENE III. J Roo?n in the Count's Palace.

Enter Countefs^ Stewardy and Clown.

: Count. I will now hear, what fay you of this gentle-

woman ?

Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even.your con-

tent, I wifti might be found in the calendar of my paft

endeavours ; for then we v/ound our modefty, and make
foul the clearnefs of our defervings, when of ourfelves we
publifh them.

Count. What does this knave here r Get you. gone,

firrah : the complaints I have heard of you I do not all

believe ; 'tis m^y flownefs that I do not : for, I know, you

lack not folly to commit them, and have ability enough

Xo make fuch knaveries your's.

Clo. 'Tis not unknown to you, madam, that I am a

poor fellow.

Comit. Well, fir.

Clo. No, madam, 'tis not fo well, that I am poor;

though m.any of the rich are damn'd: but if I have your

lady 111 Ip's



13 ail's well that ends well.

ladyfhip's good-will to go to the world, libel the woonam
and I will do as we may.

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ?

Clo. I do beg your good-will in this cafe.

Cm-nt, In what cafe ?

Clo. In Ifbel's cafe, and mine own. Service is no he-

ritage ; and, I think, I fhall never have the blefTing of

God, 'till I have ilTue of my body \ for, they fay, beams
are blelfmgs.

Count. Tell me thy reafon why thou wilt marry ?

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it. I am driven

on by the flelh ; and he mufl needs go, that the devil

drives.

Count. Is this all your worfiilp's reafon \

Clo. Faith, madam, I have other holy reafons, fuch as

they are.

Count. May the world know them ?

Clo. I have been, madam, a wicked creature, as you and

all flefh and blood are \ and, indeed, I do marry, that I

may repent.

Count. Thy marriage, fooner than thy wickednefs.

Clo. I am out of friends, madam ; and I hope to have

friends for my wife's fake.

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave.

Clo. You are (hallow, madam, in great friends ; for

the knaves come to do that for m.e, which I am a weary
cf. He, that eares my land, fpares my team, and gives

me leave to inn the crop : If I be his cuckold, he's my
drudge. Ke, that comforts my wife, is the cherifhcr of

my flelh and blood ; he, that cherifheth my flelh and

blood, loves my flefh and blood ; he, that loves my flefh

snd blood is my friend : ergo^ he that kilTes my wife, is

mv friend. If men could be contented to be what they

are, there were no fear in marriage ; for young Charbon
the puritan, and old Poyfam the papifl, howfoe'er their

hearts are fever'd in religion, their heads are both one;

they may joul horns together, like any deer i' the herd.

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-moyth'd and a calum-

nious knave ?

Ch.
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Go. A prophet, I, madam ; I fpeak the truth the next

^vay :

** For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true

" Ihall find
;

** Your marriage comes bv deftiny, your cuckoo fmgs
'* by kind."

Count. Get you gone, fir ; V\\ talk with you more
anon.

Stew. May it pleafe you, madam, that he bid Kelea

come to you ; of her I am to fpeak.

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would fpeak with

her : Helen I mean.

Clo. ** Was this fair face the caufe, quoth fhe,

[Singing,

** Why the Grecians facked Troy-?
" Fond done, done fond

;

** Was this king Priam's joy ?

'* With that fhe fighed as {he flood,

" With that fhe fighed as llie ftood,

*' And gave this fentence then ;

** Among nine bad if one be good,
** Among nine bad if one be good,
** There's yet one good in ten."

Count. What, one good in ten r You corrupt the fong,

iirrah.

Clo. One good woman in ten, madam ; which is a pu-

lifying o' the fong: 'Would God would ferve the world
fo all the year ! Ave'd find no fault with the tythe-woman,
if I were the parfon : One in ten, quoth a' ! an' we might
have a good woman born but every blazing Itar, or at an
earthquake, 'twould mend the lottery well ; a man may
draw his heart out, ere he pluck one.

Count. You'll be gone, iir knave, and do as I command
you.

Clo. That man fhould be at woman's command,' and
yet no hurt done!—Though honefty be no puritan, yet it

will do no hurt ; it will wear the furplice of humility over
the black gown of a big heart— I am going, forfooth.

The bufinefs is for Helen to come hither. [Exit.

Ciunt*
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Count. Wei], now.
Stew. I know, madam, you love your gentle\v©masi

entirely.

Count. Faith, I do : her father bequeath'd her to me ;

and ihe herfelf, without other advantage, may lawfully

make title to as much love as fhe finds : there is more
owing her than is paid : and more fliall be paid her-

than Ihe'll demand.
Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her, than,

I think, fhe wilh'd me : alone ihe was, and did commu-
nicate to herfelf, her own words to her own ears; fhe

thought, I dare vow for her, .they touch'd not any llranger

fenfe. Her matter was, fhe lov'd your fon : Fortune, fhe

faid, was no goddefs, that had put fuch difference betwixt

their two eflates ; Love, no god, that would not extend
his might, only where qualities vrere level : Diana, no
queen of virgins, that would fuffer her poor knight to be
furprifed without refcue in the firft aifault, or ranfom af-

terward. This fhe deliver'd in the moft bitter touch of
forrow, that e'er I heard a virgin exclaim in : which I

held \^. my duty fpeedily to acquaint you withal; fithenccj,

in the lofs that may happen, it concerns you fomething tQ

know it.

Cjitnt. You have difcharg'd this honeftly ; keep it to

yourfejf : many likelihoods inform'd me of this before^

which hung fo tottering in the balance, that I could nei-

ther believe, n'ormJfdoubt : pray you, leave m.e : flail this

in your bofom, and I thank you for your honeft care: I

will fpeak with you further anon. [^Exit Steward,

Enter Helena.

Count. Even fo it was with me, when I was young:
If we are nature's, thefe are ours : this thorn

Doth to our rofe of youth rightly belong ;

Our blood to us, this to our blood, is born ;

It is the fhew and feal of nature's truth.

Where love's ftrong paflion is impreft in youth

:

By our remembrances of days foregone.

Such were our faults, O ! then we thought them none.

Her eye is fick on't ; I obferve her now.—
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flel. What is your pleafure, madam r

Count. You know, Helen, I am a mother to you,

HeL Mine honourable miftrefs.

Count. Nay, a mother

:

Why not a mother : when I faid a mother,

Methought you faw a ferpent : What's in mother^,

That you ftart at it ? I fay, I am your mother.

And put you in the catalogue of thofe

That were enwombed mine: 'Tis often feen,

Adoption ftrives with nature; and choice breeds

A native Hip to us from foreign feeds.

You ne'er opprefs'd me with a mother's groan.

Yet I exprefs to you a mother's care :

—

God's mercy, maiden ! does it curd thy blood.

To fay, I am thy mother r What's the matter.

That this diftemper'd melTenger of wet.

The many-colour'd Iris, rounds thine eye?

Why r that you are my daughter r

HeL That I am not.

Count. I fay, I am your mother,

HeL Pardon, madam.
HeL The count Roufillon cannot be my brother;

I am from humble, he from honour'd name
j

No note upon my parents, his all ncMe.
My mailer, m.y dear lord he is ; and I

Hisfervant live, and will his vaffal die:

He muft not be my brother.

Count. Nor I your mother ?

HeL You are my mother, madam ; would you vrerc

(fo that my lord, your fon, were not my brother),

Indeed, my mother]—or, were you both our mothers
I care no more for, than I do for heaven,

So I were not his filler : can't no other.

But I, your daughter, he muft be my brother?

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in-law;
God fliield, you mean it not ! daughter, and mother
So ftrive upon your pulfe : What, pale again r

My fear hath catch'dyour fondnefs.—Now I fee

The myfter)' of your lonelinefs, and find

Your fait tears' head. Now to all fenfe 'tis grofs,

Yqu
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You love my fon ; invention is afham'd,

i\gainft the proclamation of thy pa^Iion,

To fay, thou doft not : therefore tell me true ;

But tell me then 'tis fo :—For, look, thy cheeks

Confefs it pne to the other ; and thine eyes

See it fo grofsly fhew^n in thy behaviour.

That in their kind they fpeak it : only fni

And hellifh obftinacy tie thy tongue,

That truth fhould be fufpeAed : fpeak, is't fo ?

If it be fo, you have wound a goodly clue :

If it be not, forfwear't : howe'er, I charge thee,

As heaven fhall work in me for thine avail.

To tell me truly.

Hfl. Good madam, pardon me !

Count. Do you love my fon ?

Hcl. Your pardon, noble miftrefs

!

Count. Love you my fon ?

Hcl. Do not you love him, madam ?

Count. Go not about ; my love hath in't a bond.

Whereof the world takes note: come, come, difclof?

The ftate of your affeftion ; for your paflioris

Have to the full appeach'd.

Hel. Then I confefs.

Here on my knee, bef- ire high heaven and you.

That before you, and next unto high heaven,

I love your fon :

—

My friends were poor, but honed ; fo's my love

;

Be not offended ; for it hurts not him.

That he is lov'd of me : I follow him not

By any token of prefumptuous fuit
;

Nor would I have him, 'till I do deferve him
;

Yet never knov/, how that defert fliould be.

I kuvow I love in vain, ftrive againft hope ;

Yet, in this captious and intenible ^iq\Qj

I ftill pour in the waters of my love.

And lack not to lofe ilill: thus, Indian-like,

Religious in mine error, I adore

The fun, that looks upon his worfhipper.

But knows of him no more. My dearefl: madam,
X^et not your hate encounter with my ioye.

For
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For loving where you do : but if yourfelf,

Whofe aged honour cites a virtuous youth.

Did ever, in fo true a flame of liking '

Wilh chaiily, and love dearly, that your DIan
Was both herfelf and love ; O then, give pity

To her, whofe ftate is fuch, that cannot choofe

But lend, and give, where fhe is fure to lofe
;

That feeks not to find that her fearch implies
;

But, riddle-like, lives fweetly where Ihe dies.

Count. Had you not lately anintent, fpeak truly, r

To go to Paris ?

Hel. Madam, I had.

Count. Wherefore ? tell true.

Hel. I will tell truth ; by grace itfelf, I fwear.

You know, my father left me fome prefcriptions

Of rare, and prov'd effects ; fuch as his reading

And manifeil experience had coileded

For general fovereignty ; and that he will'd me|
In heedfulleft refcrvatjon to beftow them.
As notes, whofe faculties inclufive were.

More than they were in note? amongft the red,

There is a remedy, approv'd, fet down,
To cure the defperate languifhings, whereof
The king is render 'd loll.

Count. This was your motive

For Paris, was it ? fpeak.

Hel. My lord your fon made me to think of this;

Elfe Paris, and the medicine, and the king.

Had from the converfation of my thoughts.

Haply, been abfent then.

Count. But think you, Helen,

Jf you fliould tender your fuppofed aid,

He would receive it ? He and his phylicians

Are of a mmd; he, that they cannot help him.
They, that they cannot help. How fhall they credit

A poor unlearned virgin, when the fchools,

Embov/el'd of their dodrine, have left off

The danger to itfelf?

Hel. There's fomething hints

Mpre than my father's (kill (which was the greateil

Of
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Of his profeflion), that his good receipt

Shall, for my legacy, be fan6liiied

By the luckieii ftars in heaven : and, would your honour
But give me leave to try fuccefs, Fd venture

The Vv-ell-ioil: life of mine on his grace's cure.

By fuch a day, and hour.

Count. Doft thou believ't r

HeL Ay, madam, knowingly.

Count » Why, Helen, thou Ihalt have my leave and love.

Means, and attendants ; and m}'^ loving greetings

To thofe of mine in court :—^I'll uay at home.
And pray God's blefTmg into thy attempt

:

Begone to-morrow ; and be fure of this,

What I can help thee to, thou Ihalt not mifs. [^Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE I. The Court of France.

Enter the Kingy with young Lords taking Leave for the Flo-

rentine }Var, Bertram and Parolles, Flourijh

Cornets,

King,

Farewell, young lords : thefe warlike principles

Do not throv/ from you ; and you, my lords, farewell ;—

•

Share the advice betwixt you ; if both gain all.

The gift doth firetch itfelf as 'tis receiv'd,

And is enough for both.

I Lord. 'Tis our hope", fir.

After well-enter'd foldiers, to return

And find your grace in health.

King. No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart

Will not confefs, he owes the malady
That doth my life befiege. Farewell, young lords;

Whether I live or die, be you the fons

Of worthy Frenchmen : let higher Italy

{Thofe bated, that inherit but the fall

Of the lail: monarchy) fee that you come
Not
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Not to woo honour, but to Vv-ed it; when
The bravcit queftant {brinks, find what you feek.

That Fame may cry you loud: I fay, farewell.

2 Lord. Health, at your bidding, ferve your majefly

!

King. Thofe girls of Italy take heed of them
j

They fay, our French lack language to deny.

If they demand. Beware of being captives,

Before you ferve.

Both. Our hearts receive your warnings.

King. Farewell. Come hither to me.
[The King retires to a Couch,

1 Lord. Oh, fweet my lord, that you will flay behind
• us \

par, 'Tis not his fault ; the fpark

2 Lord. Oh, 'tis brave wars I

Far, Moll admirable : I have feen thofe wars.

Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil with f

"Too youngy and the next year^ and Uis too early •

Par. An' thy mind itand to it, boy, fteal away bravely,

Ber. I fhail ftay here the forehorfe to a fmock.

Creaking my fhoes on the plain mafonry,

'Till honour be bought up, and no fvvord worn
But one to dance with !' by heaven, I'll fteal away,

I Lord. There's honour in the theft.

Far. Com.mit it, count.

a Lord. I am your accefTary \ and fo farewell.

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortured body^

I Lord, Farewell, captain.

51 Lord, Sweet monfieur Parolles !

Par. Noble heroes, my fword and your's are kin.

Good fparks and luftrous, a word, good metals.'

You Ihall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one captaiit

Spurio, with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on his

fmiiler cheek \ it was this very fword entrench'd it : fay t©

Bim, I live ; and obferve his reports of me.

a Lord. We fhall", noble captain.

Par. Mars doat on you for his novices! what will

you do ?

Ber. Stay ; the king

Far. Ufe a more Ipecious ceremony to the noble lords s

vou
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you have reflrain'd yourfelf within the lift of too cold ad

adieu : be more expreffive to them ; for they wear them-

felves in the cap of the time, there, do mufter true gait,

eat, fpeak, and move under the influence of the moft re-

ceiv'd ftar ; and though the devil lead the meafure, fuch

are to be foliow'd : after them, and take a more dilated

fareu^ell.

Ber. And I will do fo.

Far. Worthy fellows j and like to prove moft fmewy
fword-men. \Exeunt»

Enter hAFEU, [L afeu kneels^

JLaf. iPardon, my lord, for me and for my tidings.

King, ril fee thee to ftand up.

Laf. Then here's a man
Stands, that has bought his pardon. I would, you

Had kneel'd, my lord, to aik me mercy ; and

That, at my bidding, you could fo ftand up.

King. I would I had ; fo I had broke thy pate,

. JSnd aft<'d thee mercy for't.

Laf. Goodfaith, acrofs : but, my good lord, 'tia

thus ;

Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ?

King. No.
Laf. O, will you eat no grapes, my royal fox ?

Yes, but you will, my noble grapes ; an' if

My royal fox could reach them : I have fcen a medccin^

That's able to breathe life into a ftone
\

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary

With fprightly fire and motion ; v/hofe fimple touch

Is powerful to raife king Pepin, nay,

To give great Charlemain a pen in his hand,

And write to her a love-line.

King. What her is this ?

Laf, Why, dodor-llie : my lord, there's one arriv'd.

If you will fee her. Now, by my faith and honour.

If ferloufty I may convey my thoughts

In this my light deliverance, I have fpoke

With one, that in her fex, her years, profeflion,

Wifdom, and conftancy, hath amaz'd me more
ThaR
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Than I dare blame my weaknefs : Will you fee her

(For that is her demand), and know her bufinefs f

That done, laugh well at me.
King. Now, good Lafeu,

Bring in the admiration ; that we w^ith thee.

May fpend our wonder too, or take of thine.

By wondering how thou took'fl it.

Laf. Nay, I'll fit you,

And not be all day neither. \^Ex/f Lafeu.
King. Thus he his fpecial nothing ever prologues.

Laf. ^Returns.'] Nay, come your ways.

[^Bringi?2g in M e l E NA *

King. This hade hath wings, indeed.-

Laf. Nay, come your ways

;

This is his majefty, fay your mind to. him :

A traitor you do look like ; but fuch traitors

His majefty feldom fears : I am Creffid's uncle.

That dare leave two together; fare you well. [^Exit,

King. Now, fair one, does your bufinefs follow us

:

HeL Ay, my good lord. Gerard de Narbon w^as

My father ; in what he did profefs, well found.

King. I knew him.

HeL The rather will I fpare my praife tov/ard him ;

Knowing him, is enough. On his bed of death

Many receipts he gave me ; chiefly one.

Which, as the deareft iffue of his practice.

And of his old experience the only darling,

He bade me ftore up, as a triple eye.

Safer than mine own too ; more dear I liave fo i

And hearing your high majefty is touch'd

With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour
Of my dear father's gift ftands chief in power^

I come to tender it, and my appliance.

With all bound humblenefs.

K^ing. We thank you, maiden ;

But may not be fo credulous of cure,

When ourmoft learned dodlors leave us ; ancf

The congregated college have concluded,

That labouring art can never ranfom nature

From her unardable eftate : I fav we muftnot

So
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Sa (bin our judgment, or corrupt our hope>
To proftitute our paft-cure malady
Xo empirics ; or to diffever fo

Our great feif and our credit, to efteem
A fenfelefs help, when help pad fenfe we deem*

Hel. My duty then fliall pay me for my pains i

I will no more enforce mine office on you ;

Humbly entreating from your rcfyal thoughts
A modeft one, to bear me back again.

King. I cannot give thee lefs, to be call'd grateful *

Thou thought'ft to help me ; and fuch thanks I giv^p

As one near death to thofe that wifh him live:

But what at full I know, thou know'fl no part>

I knowing all my peril, thou no art.

Hel, What I can do, can do no hurt to try^

Since you fet up your reft 'gainft remedy.
He that of greateft works is finifher,

Oft does them by the weakeft rninifter :

So holy writ in babes hath judgment fhown,
When judges have been babes

;
great floods have flowR

From funple fources ; and great feas have dry'd.

When miracles have by the greatell been deny'd.

Oft expectation fails, and moft oft there

Where moft it promifes ; and oft it hits

Where hope is coldeft, and defpair moft fits.

King. 1 muft not hear thee ; fare thee well, kind maidj
Thy pains, not us'd, muft by thyfelf be paid :

Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward.
Hel. Infpired merit fo by breath is barr'd :

It is not fo with him, that all things knows,
As *ris with us, that fquare our guefs by Ihovvs s

But m.oft it is prefumption in us, when
The help of heaven we count the act of men*
Dear fu", to my endeavours give confent

;

Of heaven, not me, make an experiment*

I am not an impoftor, that proclaim

Myfelf againft the level of mine aim :

But know, I think, and think I know moft furc>

My art is not paft power, nor you paft cure.

King*
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king. Art thou fo confident ? Within what fpace

Hop 'ft thou my cure ?

HeL The greateft grace lending grace.

Ere twice the horfes of the fun fliall bring

Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring ;

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp
Moift Hefperus hath quench'd his fleepy lamp

;

Or four and twenty times the pilot's glafs

Hath told the thievifh minutes how they pafs ;

What is infirm from your found parts fhall fly.

Health fhall live free^ and ficknefs freely die*

King. Upon thy certainty and confidence.

What dar'ft thou venture?

HeL Tax of impudence,

A ftrumpet's boldnefs, a divulged fhame
Traduc'd by odious ballads 5 my maiden's name
Sear'd otherwife; no worfeof worft extended.

With vileft torture let my life be ended.

King, Methinks, in thee fome bleffed fpirit doth fpeakp

His powerful found within an organ weak :

And what impolTibility would flay

In common fenfe, fenfe faves another way.

Thy life is dear ; for all, that life can rate

Worth name of life, in thee hath eftimate;

Youth, beauty^ wifdom, courage, virtue, all

That happinefs and prime can happy call

:

Thou this to hazard, needs muft intimate

Skill infinite, or monftrous defperate.

Sweet praflifer, thy phyfic I will try,

That minifters thine own death, if I die.

Hel. If I break time, or flinch in propeny

Of what I fpoke, unpitied let me die
;

And well deferv'd ! Not helping, death's my fee ;

But if I help, what do you promife mc ?

King. Make thy demand.
Hel. But v/ill you make it even ?

King. Ay, by my fceptre, and my hopes of heaven^

Hel. Then fhalt thou give me, with thy kingly hand.

What hufband in thy pov/er I will command,
C Exempted
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Exempted be from me the arrogance

To choofe from forth the royal blood of France ;

My low and humble name to propagate

With any branch or image of the date,

But fuch a one thy valTal ; whom I know
Is free for me to alk, thee to bellow.

A7;rj. Here is my hand ; the premifes obferv'd.

Thy will by my performance Ihall be ferv'd :

So make the choice of thine own time, for I,

Thy refolv'd patient, on thee ftill rely.

More fhculd I queilion thee, and more I mull

;

(Thoueh m.ore to know could not be more to truft :)

From whence thou cam'ft, how tended on—But relt

Unqueflion'd welcome, and undoubted bleil.

Give me fome help here, ho I If thou proceed

As hish as word, m.v deed ihall match thy deed. \_Exeunf.

SCENE II. Rovfilhn.

Enter Ccuntejs and Qcwn.

Count, Come on, f:r; I fliall now put you to the

height of ycur breeding.

Ch, I Will ihew myfclf highly fed, and lowly taught:

I know my bufmefs is but to the court.

CsuJit. But to the court! why, what place make yoa
fpeciai, when you put off that with fuch contempt ? But

to the court

!

CI:. Truly, miidam, ifGod have lent a mian any man-
ners, he may ealily put it off at court : he that cannot

make a leg, put oif 's cap, kifs his hand, and fay nothing,

has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap ; and, indeed, fuch a

fellow, to fay precifely, were net for the court : but for

me, I have an anfvver will ferve all men.
Count. Marr\', that's a bountiful anfwer, that fits all

quellicns.

Cio. It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks ;

the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttod:, the brown-buttock,

CI any buttcck,

CoU'rit,



AtL S WELL. THAT ENDS WELL. 25

Cju?if. Will youranfwer ferve fit to all queftions r

Ch. As fit as ten groats is for the- hand of an attorney,

as your French crown for your taffaty punk, as Tib's riilli

for Tom's fore-finger, as a pancake for Shrove-Tuefday,

a morris for IVIay-day, as the nail to his hole, the cuckold
to his horn, as a fcolding quean to a wrangling knave, as

the nun's lip to the friar's mouth : nay, as the pudding to

his fkin.

Count. Have you, I fay, an anfwer of fuch fitnefs for

all QU€ilions :

Ch. From below your duke, to beneath your conflable,

it will fit any queftion.

Couni: It mud be an anfwer of np.oft monilrous fize,

that mull fit all demands.

CJo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the learned

fhould fpeak truth of it : here it is, and all that belongs

to't. Aik rae, if I am courtier •—it fhall do you no harm
to learn.

Count. To be young again, if we could. I will be a
fool in queftion, hoping to be the wifer by your anfvver,

I pray you, fir, are you a courtier r

Ch. O Lord, fir There's a fimple putting ofF:-^

more, more, a hundred of them.

Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of your's that loves you.

Cb. OLord, fir Thick, thick, fpare not me.
Count. I think, fir, you can eat none of this homely

meat.

d:. O Lord, fir Nay, put me to't, I warrant you.

Count. You were lately whipp'd, fir, as I think.

Cio. O Lord, fir Spare not me.
Cjunt. Do you cr}', O Lord^fir, as you are whipping,

^ndfpare n-.t me ? indeed, your O Lordffir, is very fequent

to your whipping : you would anfwer very well to a whip-
ping, if you were but bound to't.

Cio. I ne'er had vvorfe luck in my life, in my O
Lordjjir; I fee things may fen-e long, but not farve ever.

Count. I play the noble houfewife with the time, to en-

tertain it fo merrily with a fool.

Go. O Lord, fir—why, there 't feixes well again.

Cgunt. An end, fir ; to your bufinefs : Give Helen this,

C 2 And
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And urge her to a prefent anfwer back :

Commend me to my kinfmen, and my fon :

This is not much,
Clo, Not much commendation to them.
Count, Not much employment for you : You under-

fland me.
Clo. Moft fruitfully ; I am there before my legs.

Count. Hafte you again* \_Exeunt,

SCENE III. The Court ofFrame.

Enter 'B-ERTRAM, Lafeu, and Parolles.

Lafi They fay, miracles are part ; and we have our
philofophical perfons, to make modern,, and familiar^

things fupernatural and canfelefs. Hence is it, that we
make trifles of terrors ; enfconcing ourfelves into feeming
knowledge, when we fhould fubmit ourfelves to an un-
known fear.

Par. Why, 'tis the rarefl argument of wonder^ that

hath ftiot out in our later times.

Ber. And fo 'tis.

Laf. To be relinquifh'd of the artlfls

Par. So I fay ; both of Galen and Paracelfus.

Laf. Of all the learned, and authentic fellows -»

Par. Right, fo I fay.

Laf, That gave him out incurable •

par. Why, there 'tis ; fo fay I too.

Laf. Not to be help'd

Par. Right ; as 'twere, a man affur'd of an •

Laf. Uncertain life, and fure death

Par. Juft, you fay well ; fo would I have faid.

Laf. I may truly fay, it is a novelty to the word;
Par. It is, indeed ; if you will have it in fliewing, yoa

fljall read it in, what do you call there

Laf. A {hewing of a heavenly effeft in an earthly a^lorl

Par. That^s it, I wouW have faid ; the very fame.

Laf. Why, your dolphin is not luftier : 'fore me Lfpeak
in refpedt

Par. Nay, 'tis itrange^ 'tis v-ery {Irange,, that is ths

brisf
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l)nef and the tedious of it ; and he is of a moft facinorous

fpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the

Lnf, Very hand of heavea.

Par, Ay, fo I fay.

Laf» In a moft weak
Par, And debile minifter, great power, great tran-

fcendence : which fliould, indeed, give us a farther ufe to

be made, than alone the recovery of the king •, as to be

—

Laf, Generally thankful.

Enter King, Hel^in^ and Attendants,

Par, I would have faid it
;
you faid well. Here comes

the king.

Laf. Luflick, as the Dutchman fays. I'll like a maid
the better, while I have a tooth in my head. Why, he's

able to lead her a corranto.

Par. Mart du Vina2gr£ ! is not this Helen ?

Laf^ 'Fore God, I think fo.

King. Go, call before me all the lords in court.

Sit, my preferver, by thy patient's fide ;

And with this healthful hand, whofe banifli'd fenfc

Thou haft repeal'd, a fecond time receive

The confirmation of my promis'd gift

;

Which but attends thy naming.

Enter three or four Lords.

Fair maid, fend forth thine eye : this youthful parcel

Of noble bachelors ftand at my beftowing.

O'er whom both fovereign power and father's voice

I have to ufe : thy frank election make

;

Thou haft power to choofe, and they none to forfake.

HeJ. To each of you one fair and virtuous miftrefs

Fall, when love pleafe ! marry, to each but one !—

-

Laf. I'd give bay curtal and his furniture,

.My mouth no more were broken than thcfe boys.

And writ as little beard.

King, Perufe them well

:

Npt one of ;hofe, but had a noble father.

\She addrejfes herjelf to a Lord,
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Hel. Gentlemen, "" '

'/
•

Heaven hatb through me reflor'd the king to health',

jllL We imderitand it, and tha'ilk' heaven for you.

Hel. I am a fimple maid, and therein wealthi^il.

That, I proteft, I (imply am a maid.

Pleafe it your majefty, I have done already :

The blufhes in my cheeks thus ivhifoer me,
** We blulli that thou (hould choofe, but be refused

;

'* Let the white death fit on thy cheek for evei",

<* We'll ne'er come there again."

Kirjg. Make choice ; and fe.e.

Who ihuns thy love, fhuns all his love in me. ' - '''^}^:'^

Hel Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly ;
.'^ni^i^d:

And to imperial Love^ that god m oft high.

Do my fighs ftream. Sir, will you hear my fuit l- -

I Lord, Andgrantit. . ,
'

-..-
'1 iJ^-^i o^ -

-

Hel. Thanks, fir ; all the reft is mute. •' * -

Laf. I had rather be in this choice, than throw ames-

ace for my life.

Hel. The.honour, fir, that flames in your fair eyes.

Before I fpeak, too threatningly replies: - -'

Love make your fortunes twenty times above

Her that fo wifhes, and her humble love !

^ Lord. No better, if you pleafe. •'

Idel. My wi fh receive.

Which great love grant ! and fol take my leave.

L7if, Do all they deny her ? An' they were fous of mine,

I'd have.them vrhipt j or I would fend them to the Turk
to m^ake eunuchs of.

Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand fliould take
;

I'll never do you wrong for your own fake i

Bleiting upoh your vows ! and- in your bed

Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed

!

Laf. Thefe boys are boys of ice, they'll none of her

:

fure, they are baftards to the Englilh ; the French ne'er

got 'em. • '

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good.

To make yourfelf a fon out of my- blood.

4 Lord. Fair one, L think not fo.

Laf, There's one grape yet—I am fure thy father drunk

wi|ie,^-j



all's well that ends well. 29

^vine. But if thoube'ft not an afs, I am a youth of

i^ourteen. I have known thee already.

HeL I dare not fay, I take you ; but I give

Me, and my fervice, ever whilft I live.

Into your guided power. This is the man.
[To Bertra'M,

King, Why then, young Bertram, take her, fhe's thy

wife.

Ber, My wife, my liege? I fliall befeech-your high-

nefs,

In fuch a bufinefs give me leave to ufe

The help of mine own eyes.

King. Know 'ft thou not, Bertram,

What ilie hath done for me ?

Ber. Yes, my good lord
;

But never hope to know why I fiiould marry her.

King. Thou know'ft, fhe has rais'd me from my fickly

bed.

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down
Muft anfvver for your raifing ? I know her well

;

She had her breeding at my father's charge :

A poor phyfician's daughter my wife I—Difdain

Rather corrupt m.e, ever!

King. 'Tis only title thou difdain'ft in her, the which

I can build up. Strange is it, that our bloods.

Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together.

Would quite confound diftin(4ion, yet ftand off

In differences, fo mighty. If ilie be

All that is virtuous (fave what thou diilik'fl,

A poor phyfician's daughter), thou dillik'ft

Of virtue for the name : but do not fo.

From loweft place when virtuous things proceed.

The place is dignify 'd by the doer's deed.

Where great adition fwells, and virtue none.

It is a dropfied honour : good alone

Is good, without a name, vilenefs is fo:

The property by what it is fhould go.

Not by the title. She is young, wife, fair
;

In thefe, to nature (he's imiiiediate heir ;

Ar,a
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And thefe breed honour : that is honour's fcorn^,

Which challenges itfelf as honour's born,

And IS nor like the fire. Honours belt thrive.

When rather from our a6ls we them derive

Than our foregoers : the mere word's a flave

Debauch'd on every tomb ; on every grave,

A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb,
Where duil, and damn a oblivion, is the tomb
Of honour'd bones, indeed. What fhould be faid ^,

If thou canii like this creature as a maid,

I can create the reft : virtue, and flie,

Is her ov/n dower ; honour, and wealth, from me,

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will firive to do't.

King. Thou v/rong'ft thyfelf, if thou fhould'fl flriye to

choofe.

HeL That you are well reftor'd, my lord, I'm glad :

Let the reft go.

King, My honour's at the ftake ; v/hich, to defend,

I muft produce my power. Here, take her hand.

Proud, fcornful boy, unworthy this good gift;

That doft in vile mifprifion fhackle up

My love, and her defert ; that canft not dream,

We, poizing us in her defective fcale.

Shall weigh thee to the beam \ that wilt not know.
It is in us to plant thine honour, where

We pleafe to have it grow. Check thy contempt
5

Obey our will, which travels in thy good :

Believe not thy difdain, but prefently

Do thine own fortunes that obedient right,

Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims 5

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever

Into the ftaggers, and the carelefs lapfe

Of youth- and ignorance ; both my revenge, and hate

Loofmgupon thee in the name of juftice.

Without all terms of pity. Speak ; thine anfwer,

Ber^ Pardon, my gracious lord ; for I fubmit

My fancy to your eyes. When I confider,

W^hat great creation, and what dole of honour
Flies where you bid it ; I find that fhe, which late

Was in my riobler thoughts mofl bafe, is now
The
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The praifed of the king ; who, fo ennobkd.

Is, as 'twere, born fo.

King. Take her by the hand.

And tell her, (he is thine : to whom I promife

A counterpoize ; jf not in thy eftate,

A balance more replete.

Ber, I take her hand.

King, Good fortune, and the favour of the king

Smile upon this contract ; whofe ceremony

Shall feem expedient on the new-born brief.

And be perform 'd to-night ; the folemn feall

Shall more attend upon the coming fpace.

Expelling abfent friends. As thou lov'fl her.

Thy love's to me religious ; elfe, does err,

\_Exeunt all hut Parolles ^^^^Lafeu,

Laf. Do you hear, monfieur—a word with you.

Par, Your pleafure, fir ?

Laf, Your lord and mafter did well to make his re^

cantation.

Par,^ Recantation !—My lord ! my mafter

!

Laf, Ay ; Is it not a language I fpeak ?

Par. A moft harfh one ^ and not to be underftood

without bloody fucceeding. My mafter ?

Laf, Are you companion to the count Roufillon?

Par, To any count ; to all counts ; to what is man.

Laf To what is count's man ; count's mafter is of an-

other ftyle.

Par, You are too old, fir ; let it fatisfy you, you are

too old.

—

-r—

Laf I muft tell thee, firrah, I write man ; to which
title age cannot bring thee.

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do.

Laf I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be a pretty

wife fellow ; thou didft-make tolerable vent of thy travel

;

it might pafs" ; yet the fcarfs and the bannerets about thee

did manifoldly diftuade me from believing thee a veiTel of
too great a burden. I have now found thee ; when I

lofe thee again, I care not
;
yet art thou good for nothing

\\iX taking up | and that thou art fcarce worth.
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Par, Hadft thou not the privilege of antiquity upoft

thee

La/. Do not plunge thyfelf too far in anger, left thou
haften thy trial ; which if Lord have mercy on thee

for a hen ! So, my gpod window of lattice, fare thee well

;

thy cafement I need not open, I look through thee. Give
me thy hand.

Pi^r, My lord, you give me moft egregious indignity.

Laf, Ay, with all my heart ; and thou art worthy of it.

Pan I have not, my lord, deferv'd it.

Laf. Yes, good faith, every dram of it j and I will not

'bate thee a fcruple,

Pctr. Well, I (hall be wifer. ^
Zaf. E'en as foon as thou canft, for thou haft to pull

at a Imack o' the contrary. If ever thou be'ft bound in

thy fcarf and beaten, thou ihalt find what it is to be proud
of thy bondage. I have a defire to hold my acquaintance

\vith thee, or rather my knowledge, that I may fay, in the

default, fie is a man I know.
Par. My lord, you do me moft infupportable vexation.

Laf, I would it were hell-pains for thy fake, and my
poor doing eternal : for doing, I am paft ; as I will by
thee, in what motion age will give me leave. [^Exii,

Par. Well, thou hall a fon fliall ..take this difgrace off

nie: fcurvy, old, filthy, fcurvy lord !—Well, I muft be

patient ; there is no fettering of authority. I'll beat him,

by my life, if I can meet hnn with any convenience, an'

he were double and double a lord. Til have no more pity

of his age, than I would have of—I'll beat him, an' if I

could but meet him again,

.

Re-enter hA'BEM.

Laf. Sirrah, your lord and mafter's married, there's

news for you : you have a new miftrefs.

Par. I moft unfeignedly befeech your lordOiip to make
fome refervation of your wrongs. He is my good lord \

whom I ferve above is my mafter.

Laf. Who? God?
Par. Ay, fir.

Laf,
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Laf, The devil it is that's thy mafter. Why doft thou

garter up thy arms o' this fafhion ? doft make hofe of thy

lleeves ? do other fervants fo r Thou wert bed fet thy

lower part where thy nofe ftands. By mine honour, if I

were but two hour? younger, I'd beat thee : methinks thou

art a general offence, and every man (hould beat thee. I

think thou waft created for men to breathe themfelves upon

thee.

Par. This is hard and undeferved meafure, my lord.

Laf, Go to, fir; you were beaten in Italy for picking

a kernel out of a "pomegranate ;
you are a vagabond, and

no true traveller ; you are more fancy with lords and ho-

nourable perfonages, than the heraldry of your bird, and

virtue gives you commiffion. \ou are not worth another

word, elfe I'd call you knave. I leave you, \Exi!,

Enter Bertram.

._ Par. Good, very good ; it is fo then. Good, very

good; let it beconceal'd a while.

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever 1

Far. What is the matter, fvveet-heart ?

Ber. Altho' before the folemn prieft I have fvvorn,

I will not bed her.

Par. What? what, fweet-heart ?

Ber. O my ParoUes, they have married me:

—

I'll to the Tufcan wars, and never bed her.

Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits

The tread of a man's foot : to the wars

!

Ber. There's letters from my mother ; what the irn-

.:..,. port is,

I know not yet.

Par, Ay, that v/ould be known : to the wars, my boy,

to the wars

!

He wears his honour in a box, unfeen.

That hugs his kickfy-wicr:fy here at home
;

Spending his maaly marrow in her arms.

Which lliould fuftain the bound and high curvet

Of Mars's fiery fteed : I'o other regions !

France is a ftable ; we that dwell in't jades
;

• Therefore, to the war!

Ber.
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Ber, It fhali be fo ; Til fend her to my houfe;
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her.

And vvherefore I am fled ; write to the king
That which I dMiiX not fpeak. His prefent gift

Shall furniih me to thofe Italian fields.

Where noble fellow^s ftrike. War is no ftrife

Xo the dark houfe, and the detefled wife.

Par, Will this capriccio hold In thee, art fare ?

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, -and advife me.
I'll fend her ilraight away : Tc-morrow
I'll to the v/ars, ihe to her fmgle forrow.

Par. Why, thefe balls bound ; there's noife iri it,--»

'Tis hard; .'|^

A young man, married, Is a man that's marr'd ;

Therefore away, and leave her bravely ^ go :

The king has done you wrong : but, hufh! 'tis fo.

[_Exeunt,

SCENE IV.

Enter Helena and Clown,

r Heh My mother greets me kindly : Is fhe well r

Clo. She is not well, but yet fhe has her health : fhe's

very merry ; but yet fhe's not well : but, thanks be given,

Ihe's very well, and wants nothing in the world ; but yet

ihe is not well,

Hel If fhe be very well, what does fhe ail, that fhe*s

not very well ?

Clo. Truly, Ihe's very well, indeed, but for twt> things.

Hel. What two things ?

Ch. One, that fhe's not in heaven, whither God fend

her quickly! the other, that fhe's inearth, from whence

God fend her quickly 1

Enter Parolles.

Par. Blefs you^ my fortunate lady

!

HeJ. I hope, fir, I'have your good will to have mine

©wn good fortune.

Far. You had my prayers to lead themoBj and to

keep
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keep them on, have them ftill.—O, my knave, how does

my old lady ?

Clo, So that you had her wrinkles, and I her money, I

would fhe did as you fay.

par. Why, I fay nothing.

CIo, Marry, you are the wifer man; for many a man's
tongue Ihakes out his mafter's undoing : To fay nothings

to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing, is

to be a great part of your title ; which is within a very

little of nothing.

Far, Away, thou 'rt a knave.

Clo, You Ihould have faid, fir, before a knave, thou art

a knave : that^s before me ihou art a knave : this had

been truth, fir.

Far, Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found thee.

Ch. Did you find me in yourfelf, fir ? or were yoU[

taught to find me ? The fearch, fir, was profitable ; and

much fool may you find in you,, even to the world's plea-

fure, and the increafe .of laughter.

Far, A good knave, i'faith, and well M,—
Madam, my lord will go away to-night

:

A very ferious bufinefs calls on him.

The great prerogative and right of love,

Which, as your due, time claims, he doth acknowledge
5

But puts it off by a compell'4 reftraint

:

Whofe want, and whofe delay, is fi:rew'd with fweets

Which they diftil now in the curbed time.

To make the coming hour o'erflow with joy.

And pleafure drown the brim.

HeL What's his will elfe ?

Far. That you will take your indant leave o' the king^

And make this hafte as your own good proceeding,

Strengthen'd with- what apology you think

May make it probable need.

Hel. What more commands he ?

Par. That having this obtain'd,.you prefently

Attend his further pleafure.

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will.

Far. I fhall report it fo. [E:>cil Parolles.

Hrl, I pmy VQU.—Come, firrah, ['fo Clown, Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter Lafeu and Bertram.

Laf. But, I hope, your lordfhip thinks not him a £oU

dier.

Ber. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof.

Laf. Ybii have it from his own deliverance.

Ber. And by other w^arranted teftimony.

Laf. Then my dial goes not true ; I took this lark for

a bunting.

Ber. I do afhire you, my lord, he is very great in know-
ledge, and accordingly valiant.

Laf I have then finned againft his experience, and

tranfgrefs'd againit his valour; and my ftate that way is

dangerous, fince I cannot yet hnd in my heart to repent

:

here he comes ; I pray you, make us friends, I will pur-

fue the amity.

Enter Parolles.

Par, Thefe things fliall be done, fir.

Laf I pray you, fir, who's his tailor?

Par. O, 1 know him well : Ay, fir, he, fir's, a good

workman, a very good tailor.

Ber. Is (he gone to the king ? [Afi^^^ i^ Parol*
Par. She is.

Ber. Will fhe away to-night ?

Par, As you'ii have her.

Ber. I have writ my letters, cafketed my treafure.

Given orders for our horfes ; and to-night.

When I fhould take poffeflion of the bride

—

And, ere I do begin

—

Laf A good traveller is fomething at the latter end of

dinner; but one that lies three thirds, and ufes a known
truth to pafs a thoufand nothings with, Ihould be once

heard, and thrice beaten. God fave you, captain!

Ber. Is there any unkindnefs between my lord and you,

monfieur ?

Par. I know not how I have deferv'd to run into my
lord's difpleafure.

Laf. You have made fhift to run into't, boots and fpurs,

and
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and all, like him that leapt into the cuftard ; and out of it

you'll run again, rather than fuffer queilion for your re-

iidence.

Ber, It may Se, you have raiftaken him,, my lord.

Laf. And (hall do io ever, though I took him at's

prayers. Fare you well, my lord : and believe this of

me, there can be no kernel in this light nut : the foul of

this man is his clothes. Trufl: him not in matter of heavy

confeqnence : I have kept of them tame, and know their

natures. Farewell, monfieur, I have fpoken better of

you, than you have or will deferve at my hand ; but we
muft do good againft evil. \_Exit,

Par, An idle lord, I fvvear.

—

Ber, I think fo.

. Par. Why, do you not know him ?

Ber. Yes, I know him well ; and common fpeech

Gives him a worthy pafs. Here comes my clog.

Enter Helena.

Hel. I have, fir, as I was commanded from you.

Spoke with the king, and have procur'd his leave

For prefent parting ; only, he defires

Some private fpeech with you.

Ber. I fhall obey his will.

You mufl not marvel, Helen, at my courfe,

Which holds not colour with the time, nor does

The minifiration and required office

On my particular. Prepar'd I was not
For fuch a bufmefs ; therefore am I found
So much unfettled: This drives me to entreat you.

That prefently you take your way for home :

And rather mufe, than afk why I entreat you ;

For my refpecls are better than they feem ;

And my appointments have in them a need
Greater than fhews itfelf at the firft viev/.

To you that know them not. This to m.y mother.

\_Giving a Letter <,

'Twill be two days ere I fhall fee you ; fo

I leave you to your wifdom.
Hel. Sir, I can nothing fay.

But tiaat I am your moft obedient fervant.

Ber,
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Ber. Come, come, no more of that.

Hel. And ever fhall

With true obfervance feek to eke out That>
Wherein toward me my homely ftars have fail'd

To equal my great fortune*

Ber, Let That go :

My hafte is very great. Farewell ; hie homCi
Hel. Pray, fir, your pardon.

Ber* Well, what would you fay ?

Hel, I am not worthy of the w^ealth I owe

;

Nor dare I fay 'tis mine ; and yet it is ;

But, like a timorous thief, molt fain would fteal

What law does vouch mine own.
Ber, What would you have ?

Hel. Something, and fcarce fo much :—nothing, in*
deed.

—

1 would not tell you what 1 would ; my lord
—

'faith>

yes ;

Strangers and foes do funder, and not kifs.

Ber, I pray you, ftay not, but in hafte to horfe.

Hel, I Ihall not break your bidding, good my lord.

[i'A'/VHELENAft
Ber, Where are my other men, monfieur ?—Farewell.

Go thou toward home, where I will never come,
Whilft 1 can fhake my fword, or hear the drum :

—

Away, and for our flight.

Par, Bravely, coragio ! [Exeu?if,

ACT III.

SCENE I. The Duke's Court in Florence,

Flourijh, Enter the Duke of Florence j two French Lords

with Soldiers*

Duke,

So that, from point to point, now have you heard

The fundamental reafons of this war ;

Whofe great decifion hath much blood let forth.

And more thirfts after.
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1 Lord, Holy feems the quarrel

Upon your grace's part ; black and fearful

On the oppofer.

Duke, Therefore we marvel much, our coufm France

Would, in fo juit a bufinefs, fliut his bofom
Againft our borrowing prayers.

2 Lord. Good my lard.

The reafons of our ftate I cannot yield,

But like a common and an outward man.
That the great figure of a council frames

By felf-unable motion : therefore dare not

Say what I think of it ; fmce I have found

Myfelf in my uncertain grounds to fail

As often as I gueft,

Duke. Be it his pleafure.

2 Lord. But I am fure, the younger of our nature,

That furfeit on their eafe, will, day by day,

Come here for phyfic.

Duhe. Welcome fhall they be
;

And all the honours, that can fly from us,

Shall on them fettle. You know your places well

:

When better fall, for your avails they fell

;

To-morrow, to the field. \_Exeunt.

SCENE II. Roufillon, in France,

Enter Countefs and Clown.

Count. It hath happened all as I would hgve had it
\

fave that he comes not along with her.

Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a very

melancholy man.
Count. By what obfervance, I pray you ?

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and fing; mend
the rufF, and fing ; afk queftions, and fing ;

pick his

teeth, and fing. I knew a man that had this trick of

melancholy, fold a goodly manor for a fong.

Count. Let me fee what he writes, and when he means
to Gom.e. [_E.eads the Letter,

Clo, I have no mind to Ifbel, fince I was at court.

Our old ling and our libels o' the country, are nothing

, D like
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like your old ling, and your Ifbels o' the court : the brain
of my Cupid's knock'd out ; and I begin to love, as a^
old man loves money, with no ftomach.

Count. What have we here ?

Clo. E'en that you have there.

Countejs readi a Letter,

I have fent you a daughter-in-law : fie hath recovered

the kingy and undone me, I have wedded her^ not bedded

her ; andJworn to make the not eternal. Ton Jhall hear,

I am runaway ; know it, before the report cofiie. Ifthere
he breadth enough iri the worldy I will hold a long difiance.

My duty to you.

Tour unfortunatefon

y

Bertram,
This is not well, rafh and unbridled boy,

To fly the favours of fo good a king ;

To pluck his indignation on thy head.

By the mifprizjng of a maid, too virtuous

For the contempt of empire.

Re-piter Clown,

Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within, between
two foldiers and my young lady.

Count. What is the matter r

Clo. Nay, there is fome comfort in the news, fome
comfort

; your fon will nst be kill'd fo foon as I thought

he would.

Count. Why .fbould he be kill'd ?

Clo. So fay I, inadam, if he run away, as I hear he

does : the danger is ifi ftanding to't : that's the lofs of

^men, though it be the getting of children. Here they

come, will tell you more. For my part, I only hear your
' fon was run away.

Enter Helena, and fiuo Gentlemen

o

1 Gen. Save you, good madam

!

Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone
2 Gen. Do not fay fo.

Count, Think upon patience.—Tray you, gentlemen—
I havp
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I have felt fo many quirks ofjoy and grief.

That the firft face of neither, on the Aart,

Can woman me unto't. Where is my fon, I pray you ?

2 Gcfu Madam, he's gone to ferve the duke of Flo-

rence.

We met him thitherward; for thence we came.

And, after fome difpatch in hand at court.

Thither we bend again.

Hel. Look on this letter, madam ; here's my pafTport*

^Fken thou canji get the ring upon my finger y whuh never

Jhall come off; andfhew me a child begotten of thy body

that I am father tOt then call trie hujband : but in fuch
a Then / write a Never 1

This is a dreadful fentence.

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen ?

1 Gen* Ay, madam
;

And for the contents' fake are forry for our pains.

Count. I pr'ythee, lady, have a better cheer:

If thou engrofleft all the griefs as thine.

Thou robb'ft me of a moiety : He was my fon
;

But I do wafh his name out of my blood.

And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he ?

2 Gen. Ay, madam.
Count. And to be a foldier ?

2 Gen. Such is his noble purpofe: and, believe't.

The Duke will lay upon him all the honour
That good convenience claims.

Count. Return you thither ?

I Gent. Ay, madam, with the fvvifteft wing of fpeed.

Hel. 'Till I have no wife, I have nothing in France !

'Tis bitter. [_Reading^

Count. Find you that there?

HeL Ay, madam,
I Gen. 'Tis but the boldnefs of his hand, haply, which

his heart was not confenting to.

Count. Nothing in France, until he have no wife

!

There's nothing here that is too good for him.

But only Ihe \ and Ihe deferves a lord,

D 2 That
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That twenty fuch rude boys might tend upon,
And call her hourly, Miftrefs. Who was with him ?

I Gen. A fervant only, and a gentleman
Which I have fome time known.

Count. Parol les, was't not ?

1 Gen. Ay, my good lady, he.
Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wickednefs ;

My fon corrupts a well-derived nature
With his inducement.

J Gen. Indeed, good lady,

The fellow has a deal of that too much.
Which holds him much to have.

Count, You are welcome, gentlemen.
I will entreat you, when you fee my fon.

To tell him, that his fword can never win
The honour that he lofes : more I'll intreat you
Written to bear along.

2 Gen, We ferve you, madam.
In that and all your worthieft affairs.

Cou77t. Not fo, but as we change our courtefies.

Will you draw near ? [^Exeunt Countejs imd Gentlemen^

Hel. "Till I have no wife^ I have nothing in France I

Nothing in France, until he has no wife!

Thou (halt have none, Roufillon, none in France,

Then haft thou all again ! Poor lord ! is't I

That chafe thee from thy cpuntry, and expofe
Thofe tender limbs of thine to the event

Of the none-fparing war \ and is it I,

That drive thee from the fportive court, where thou
Was (hot at with fair eyes, to be the mark
Of fmoky mulkets ? O you leaden meflengers,

That ride upon the violent fpeed of fire.

Fly with falfe aim ; move the ftill-piercing air,

That fmgs with piercing, do not touch my lord \

Whoever fhootsathim, I fet him there.

Whoever charges on his forward breaft,

I am the caitiffthat do hold him to it

;

And, tho' I kill him not, I am the caufe
His death was fo effe6ted. Better 'twere,

I met the ravening lion when he roar'd

With
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With fliarp conftraint of hunger; better 'twere.

That all the miferies, which nature owes.
Were mine at once. No, come thou home, Roufillon ;

Whence honour but of danger wins a fear
;

As oft it lofes all. I will be gone

:

My being here it is that holds thee hence.

Shairi~ttay here to do't ? no, no, although

The air of paradife did fan the houfe.

And angels offic'd all : I will be gone ;

That pitiful rumour may report my flight,

To confolate thine ear. Come, night! end, day!

For, with the dark, poor thief, I'll fteal away. [^ExiL

SCENE III. The Duke's Court in Florence,

FlourIJh. Enter the Duke of Florence f Bertram, Drum
and TrumpetSf Soldiers, Parolles.

Duhe. The general of our horfe thou art ; and v/e,

Great in our hope, lay our beft love and credence

Upon thy promifing fortune.

Ber. Sir, it is

A charge too heavy for my ftrength ; but yet

We'll ftrive to bear it for your worthy fake>

To the extreme edge of hazard.

Dukci Then go forth,

And Fortune play upon thy profperous helm.

As thy aufpicious miftrefsl

Bcr. This very day.

Great Mars, I put myfelf into thy file

:

Make me but like my thoughts, and I fhall prove

A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [^Exeunt,

S.C E N E IV. Roufillon in France,

Enter Countefs and Steward,

Count. Alas ! and would you take the letter of her?

Might you not know, fhe would do, as file has done.

By fending me a letter ? Read it again.

LETTER
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LETTER,
Stew. I am St. Jaques' pilgrim y thither gone \

Ambitious love hath Jo in me offended.

That hare-foot plod I the coldground upoUy

JVithfainted vow myfaults to have amended.

WritCy ivrite, thatfrom the bloody courfeof war
My deareft majierj your dearJon, may hie ;

Blfs him at home in peace ywhilji Ifromfar
His name with zealousfervourJanSiify,

His taken labours bid hi?n meforgive ;

ly his defpightful Junoyfent him forth

From courtlyfriends y with camping foes to live,

PFhere death and danger dog the heels of worth.

He is too good and fairfor death and nre,

PVhom I ?nyfelfembrace tofet him free.

Ah, what fharp flings are in her mlldeft words ?

—

Rinaldo, you did never lack advice fo much,

As letting her pafs io ; had I fpoke with her,

1 could have well diverted her intents.

Which thus (lie hath prevented.

Stew. Pardon me, madam :

If I had given you this at over-night

She might have been o'er-ta'en ; and yet flic writes^

Puriuit would be but vain.

Count. What angel ihall

Blefs this unworthy hufband r he cannot thrive, .

Unlefs her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear.

And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath

Of greateltjuitice. Write, write, Rinaldo,

To this unworthy hufband of his wife ;

£'et every word weigh heavy of her worth,

That he does weigh too light: my greateil grief,

Tho' little he do feel it, fet down fharply.

Difpatch the moft convenient melTenger : >

When, haply, he fhall hear that fhe is gone.

He will return ; and hope he may, that *ii\Q,y

Hearing fo much, will fpeed her foot again.

Led hither by pure love. Which of them both

Is deaicft w me, I have no fkill in i^w^fi
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*T6 make diftindllon : Provide this melTengcr :

—

My heart is heavy, and mine age is v^^eak
;

Griefwould have tears, forrow bids me fpeak. \^Exeur2f*.

SCENE V. mthout the Walls of Florence,

A Tucket afar off. Enter an old JVidow of Florence^

Diana, Violenta, and Mariana, with other

Citizens.

Wid. Nay, come ; for if they do approach the city,

We fhall lofe all the fight.

Dia. They fay, the French count has done mod ho-
nourable fervice.

IVid. It is reported that he has ta'en their greateft com-
mander ; and that with his own hand he flew the duke's

brother. We have loll our labour, they are gone a con-
trary way: hark! you may know by their trumpets.

Mar. Come, let's return again, and fuffice ourfelvcs

with the report of it. Well, Diana^ take heed of this

French earl : the honour of a maid is her uame \ and no
legacy is fo rich as honefly.

J¥id. I have told my neighbour how you have been
folicited by a gentleman his companion.

Mar. I know the knave (hang him !) one Parolles ;.

a filthy officer he is in thofe fuggeftions for the young earl.

Bewars of them, Diana ; their promifes, enticements,

oaths, tokens, and all their engines of luftj are not the

things they go under : many a maid hath been feduced by

them; and the mifery is, example^ that fo terrible fhews in

the wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all that diifuade the

fuccellion, but that they are limed with the tv/igs that

threaten them. I hope I need not to advife you further ;

but, I hope, your own grace will keep you where you are,

though there were no further danger known, but the mo-
defly which is fo loft*

Dia, You fhall not need to fear me.

Enter Helena, difguts'd like a Pilgrim,

IVid, I hope fo Look, here comes a pilgrim ; I

kno vy
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know file will He at my houfe : thither they fend one an-
other. Vl\ qiieftion her :

God fave you, pilgrim ! Whither are you bound ?

Hel. To St. Jacques le Grand.
Where do the palrners lodge, I do befeech you ?

fp'id. At the St. Francis here, befide the port.

HeL Is this the way ? \_A March afar off.

Wid. Ay, marry, is it. Hark you!

They come this way :—If you will tarry, holy pilgrim.

But 'till the troops come by,

I will conduct you where you fhall be lodg'd ;

The rather, for, I think, I know your hoftefs

As ample as myfelf.

HeL Is it yourfelf ?

Wid. If you (hall pleafe fo, pilgrim.

Hel. I thank you, and will (tay upon your leifure.

Wid. You came, I think, from France.

Hel. I did fo.

Wid, Here you fhall fee a countryman of your*s.

That has done worthy fervice.

Hel. His name, I pray you ?

Dia. The count Roufillon : Know you fuch a one r

Hel. But by the ear, that hears moll nobly of hira.

His face I know not.

Dia. Whatfoe'er he is.

He's bravely taken here. He flole from France,

As 'tis reported ; for the king had married him
Againft his liking. Think you it is fo?

Hel. Ay, furely, mere the truth \ I know his lady.

Dia. There is a gentleman, that fcrves the count.

Reports but coarfely of her.

Hel. What's i)}s name r

Dia. Monfieur Parolles.

Hel. Oh, I believe with him,
In argument oX praife, or to the worth
Of the great count himfelf, flie is too mean
1 o have her name repeated ; all her deferving

Is a leferved honefty, and that

I have not heard examin'd.

Dia. Alas, poor lady

!

'Tis
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*TIs a hard bondage, to become the wife

Of a detefting lord.

JVid, Ay ! right : good creature ! wherefoe'er fhe is

Her heart weighs fadly : this young maid might do her

A ihrewd turn if llie pieas'd.

HeL How do you mean ?

May be, the amorous count folicits her

In the unlawful purpofe.

PVid, He does, indeed ;

And brokes with all, that can in fuch a fuit

Corrupt the tender honour of a maid :

But ihe is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard

In honefteft defence..

Enter with Drum and Colours, Bertram, Parocles,
Officers and Soldiers attending.

Mar, The gods forbid elfe

!

JVid. So, now they come :

That is Antonio, the duke's eldeft {on \

That, Efcalus.

Hel. Which is the Frenchman ?

Dia, He;
That with the phime : 'Tisa moft gallant fellow;

I would he lov'd his wife : if he were honefter, I

He were much goodlier.—Is't not a handfome gentle*-

man ?

Hel. I like him well.

Dia. 'Tis pity he is not honefl : yond's that fame
knave,

That leads him to thcfe places; were I his lady,

I'd poifon that vile rafcai.

HeL Which is he ?

Dia. That jack-an-apes w^ith fcarfs. Why is he me-
lancholy ?

Hel. Perchance he's hurt i' the battle.

Par. Lofe our drum! well.

Mar. He's fhrewdly vex'd at fomething. Look, he
has fpied us.

IVid. Marry, hang you !

\Exeunt Bertram ««^Parolles, &c.
' Mar.
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Mar, And your coiirtefy, for a ring-carrier!

—

JFid. The troop is pail : Come, pilgrim, I will brir^g

you.

Where you iliall hoft : Of enjoin'd penitents

There's four or five, to great St. Jaques bounds
Already at my houfe.

Hel. I humbly thank you :

Pleafe it this matron, and this gentle maid

To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking

Shall be for me ; and to requite you further,

I will beftow fome precepts on this virgin

Worthy the note.

Both. We'll take your offer kindly. \_Exeunti

SCENE VI.

Enter Bertram, and the ttuo French Lords.

1 Lord, Nay, good my lord, put him to't ; let him
have his way.

2 Loi'd, If your lordfhip find him not a hilding, hold

me no more in your refpedl;.

I Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble.

Ber. Do you think I am fo far deceiv'd in him ?

1 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct know-
ledge, without any malice, but to fpeak of him as my
kinfmaii ; he's a mod notable covv^ard, an infinite and

cndlefs liar, an hourly promife-breakei, the owner of no
one good quality worthy your lorufhip's entertainment.

2 Lord. It were fit you knew him ; left, repofing too

far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might at foms

great and trufty bufinefs, in a main danger, fail you.

Ber, I would I knew in what particular adion to try

him.
2 Lord, None better than to let him fetch off his drum,

•which you hear him fo confidently undertake to do.

I Lard. I, with a troop of Florentines, will fuddenly

furprife him ; fuch I will have, whom, I am fure, he

knows not from the enemy : we will bind and hood-wink

him fo, that he Ihall fuppofe no other but that he is car-

rieti
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ried into the leaguer of the adverfarics, when we bring

him to our tents : Be but your lordlbip prefent at his exa-

mination ; if he do not, for the promife of his life, and
in the higheft compulfion of bafe fear, offer to betray you,

and deliver all the intelligence in hi§ power againll yoia,

and that with the divine forfeit of his foul upon oath,

.never trull my judgment in any thing.

2 LorcL O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch his

drum ; he fays, he has a ftratagem for't : when your lord-

fhip fees the bottom of his fuccefs in't, and to what metal

his counterfeit lump of ore will be melted, if yoU give him
not John Drum's entertainment, your inclining cannot

be removed. Here he comes.

Enter Parolles.

1 Lord, O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the hu-

mour of his defign ; let him fetch oft his drum in any
hand.

Ber, How now, monfieur ? this drum (licks forely la

your difpofition.

2 Lord. A pox on't, let it go ; 'tis but a drum.
Par. But a drum ! Is't but a drum r A drum fo loCl!

There was an excellent command ! to charge in with our
horfe upon our own wings, and to rend cur own foidiers,

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the command
of the fervice; it was a difaller of war that C^far himfelf

could not have prevented, if he had been there to com^
mand.

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fuccefs %

fome difhonour we had in the lofs of that drum \ but it is

not to be recover 'd.

Par. It might have been recover'd.

Ber. It might \ but it is not now.
Par. It is to be recover'd : but that the merit of fervice

%feldom attributed to the true and exa6l performer, I
would have that drum, or another, or hie jacet

Ber. Why, if you have a ftomach to't, monfieur, if you
think your myflery in ftratagem can bring this inftrumeoJ:

of honour again into its native quarter, be magnanimous
in the enterprize, and go on \ I will grace the attempt for

a worth?
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a worthy exploit : if you fpeed well in it, the duke fhalt

both fpeak of it, and extend to you what further becomes
his greatnefs, even to the utmofl fyliable of your worthi-
nefs.

Par. By the hand of a foldler, I will undertake it.

Ber, But you muft not now flumber in it.

Par, I'll about it this evening: and I will prefently

pen down my dilemmas, encourage myfelf in my cer-

tainty, put myfelf into my mortal preparation \ and, by
midnight, look to hear further from me.

Ber, May I be bold to acquaint his grace you arc

about it ?

Par, I know not what the fuccefs will be, my lord

;

but the attempt I vow.
Ber, I know thou art valiant ; and, to the pofTibilitj

of thy foldierfhip will fubfcribe for thee. Farewell.

Par, I love not many words. \_Exit,

1 Lord, No more than a filh loves water.—Is not this

a ftrange fellow, my lord, that fo confidently feems to

undertake this bufinefs, which he knows is not to be done;

damns himfelf to do, and dares better be damn'd than

do't?

2 Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as we do :

eertain it is, that he will Ileal himfelf into a man's favour,

and, for a week efcape a great deal of difcoveries : but

when you find him out, you have him ever after.

Ber. Why do you think he will make no deed at all

of this, that fo feriouily he does addrefs himfelf unto r

2 Lord. None in the world ; but return with an in-

vention, and clap upon you two or three probable lies ;

but we have almoft imbols'd him, you fhall fee his fall to-

night ; for, indeed, he is not for your lordfhip's refpedl.

1 Lo7'd. We'll make you fome fport with the fox, ere

we cafe him. He was firft fmok'd by the old lord Lafeu:

when his difguife and he is parted, tell me what a fpraf

you fhall find him ; which you fliall fee this very night.

2 Lord, I muft go and look my twigs ; he fhall be

caught.

Ber, Your brother, he fliall go along with me.
2 Lord, As't pleafe your lordlhip. I'll leave you. \_Exit^

Ber.
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Ber, Now will I lead you to the houfe, and fhew you

The lafs I fpoke of.

I Lord. But you fay fhe's honeft.

Ber. That's all the fault : I fpoke with her but once.

And found her wondrous cold ; but I fent to her.

By this fame coxcomb that we have i' the wind.

Tokens and letters, which fhe did re-fend

;

And this is all I have done : She's a fair creature
;

Will you go fee her?

I Lord, With all my heart, my lord. \Exeura.

SCENE VI I . Florence. The Widow's Houfe.

Enter Helena and Widow.

Hel. If you mifdoubt me that I am not fhe,

I know not how I Ihall alTure you further

;

But I fhall lofe the grounds I work upon.

Wid. Tho' my elTate be fallen, I was well born^

Nothing acquainted with thefe bufmelTes;

And would not put my reputation now
In any ilaining acl.

Hel. Nor would I wifh you.

Firfl, give me truft, the count he is my hufoand
;

And, v/hat to your fworn counfel I have fpoken.

Is fo, from word to word ; and then you cannot^

By the good aid that I of you fhall borrow.

Err in beftowing it.

Wid. I fhould believe you
;

For you have fhew'd me that, which well approves

You are great in fortune.

Hel. Take this purfe of gold,

And let rne buy your friendly help thus far,

Which I will over-pay, and pay again

JWhen I have found it. The gentle count he Vv^oos yotsr

daughter,

Lays down his wanton fiege before her beauty,

Refolves to carry her ; let her, in fine, confent,

As we'll dire<ft her how 'tis beft to bear it,

Now his important blood will nought deny.

That
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That fhe'll demand : A ring the county wears
That downward hath fucceeded in his houfe

From fon to Ion, fome four or five defcents.

Since the firft father wore it. This ring he holds

In moft rich choice
;

yet, in his idle fire.

To buy his will it would not feem too dear,

Howe'er repented after,

JVid, Now I fee the bottom of your purpofe.

HeL You fee it lawful then. It is no more.

But that your daughter, ere fhe feems as won,
Defires this ring ; appoints him an encounter

;

In fine, delivers me to fill the time,

Hcrfelf moft chaftely abfent ; after this.

To marry her, I'll add three thoufand crowns
To what is paft already,

Wid, I have yielded :

Inftruft my daughter how fhe fliall perfevere,

That time and place, with this deceit fo lawful.

May prove coherent. Every night he comes

With mufic of all forts, and fongs compos'd

To her unworthinefs : it nothing fteads us

To chide him from our eaves ; for he perfifls,

Asif his life lay on't.

,

HeL Wiiy then, to-n^'ght

Let us afTay our plot ; which, if it fpeed.

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed
;

And lawful meaning in a lawful ad
;

Where both fin, and yet a finful faft.

But let's about it. {Exeunt,

ACT IV.

SCENE I. Pari of the French Camp in Florence,

Enter me of the French Lords ^ with five or fix Soldiers in

Ambufi,

Lord.

He can come no other way but by this hedge corner

:

When you fally upon him, fpeak what terrible language

you
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ycru will ; tho' you underfland it not yourfelves, no matter
;

for we mult not fecm to underftand him, unlefs Tome one

amongfi: us, whom we muft produce for an interpreter.

Sol. Good captain, let me be the interpreter.

Lord, Art not acquainted with him ? knows he not thy

voice ?

Sol, No, fir, I warrant you.

Lord. But what linfey-woolfey hafl thou to fpsak to us

again r

Sol. Even fuch as you fpeak to me.

Lord, He muft thmk us fome band offtrangers i' the

adverfary's entertainment. Now he hath a fmack of all

neighbouring languages ; therefore we muft every one be

a man of his own fancy, not to know what we fpeak

one to another ; fo we feem to know, is to know ftraight

our purpofe: chough's language, gabble enough, and

good enough. As for you, interpreter, you muft feem

very politic. But, couch, ho ! here he comes ; to beguile

two hours in a ileep, and then to return and fwear the lies

he forges.

Enter Parolles.

par. Ten o'clock : within thefe three hours 'twill be

time enough to go home. What fhall I fay I have done?

It muft be a very plaufive invention that carries it. They
begin to fmoke me- and difgraces have of late knock'd

too often at my door. I find my tongue is too fool-hardy

;

but my heart hath the fear of Mars before it, and of his

creatures, not daring the reports ofmy tongue.

Lord. This is the firft truth that e'er thine own tongue

was guilty of. [Afide,

Par. What the devil fhould move me to undertaKe the

recovery of this drum ; being not ignorant of the impofii-

bility, and knowing I had no fuch purpofe? I muft give

myfelf fome hurts, and fay I got, them in exploit : yet

flight ones will not carry it. They will fay, came you off

with fo little ? and great ones I dare not give : Where-
fore? what's the inftance? Tongue, I muft put you into a
butter-woman's mouth, and buy another of Bajazet's mule,

if you prattle me into thefe perils.

Lord,
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Lord. Is it poflible he fhould know what he is, and be
that he is ? {Afide,

Par, I would the cutting of my garments would ferve

the turn, or the breaking of my Spanifh fvvord.

Lord. We cannot afford you fo. [Aftde.

Par. Or the baring of my beard ; and to fay it was in

llratagem.

Lord, 'Twould not do. [Afide.

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and fay I was ftript.

Lord. Hardly ferve. -

[^Aftde.

Par. Though I fwore I leap'd from the window of the
citadel

Lord. How deep ? [Afide.

Par. Thirty fathom.
L<ird. Three great oaths would fcarce make that be

believ'd. lAfide.

Par. I would I had any drum of the enemy's ; I would
fwear, I recover 'd it.

Lord. You fhall hear one anon. \Afide.

Par. A drum now of the enemy's ! \^Alarum within.

Lord. ThrocamovovJuSy cargOy cargo, cargo.

All. Crago^ crago^ vilUanda par corhoy cargo.

Par. Oh ! ranfora, ranfom :—do dot hide mine eyes.

\TheyJeize him and blindfold him.

Inter. Bojkos ihromuldo bojkos.

Par, I know you are the MuCko's regiment.

And I fhall lofe rny life for want of language.

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch,

Italian, or French, let him fpeak to me,

I'll difcover that which fhall undo the Florentine.

Inter. Bjkos vauvado :

I underftand thee, and can fpeak thy tongue :—

—

K'-relybonto

:

Sir,

Betake thee to thy faith, for feventeen poniards;

Are at thy bofom.

P:r. Oh!
L.ler. Oh, pray, pray, pray,

Mancha revania dulche.

Lord. Ojceoribi dv.lchos volivorco.

Inter. The general is content to fpare thee yet

;

And,
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.And, hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on
To gather from thee. Haply> thou may 'ft inform
Something to fave thy life.

Par. Oh let me live,

And all the fecrets of our camp I'll fhew,

Their force, their purpofes : nay, I'll fpeak that

Which you will wonder at.

Inter, But wilt thou faithfully?

Par, If I do not, damn me.
Inter. Acordo linta.

Come on, thou art granted fpace. \Exit with Par*
\_A ftjort Alarum within^

Lord. Go, tell the count Roufillon and my brother

We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him muf-
fled

'Till we do hear from them.
SgL Captain, I will.

Lord. He will betray us all unto ourfelves.

Inform 'em that.

Sol. So I will, fir.

Lord. 'Till then I'll keep him dark, and fafely lock't.

\_Exeunt,

^. .
:

. M i.i r I . I

;

->

SCENE II. The Widow sHouJe.

Enter Bertram and Diana.

Ber. They told me that your name was FontibelL

D'la. No, my good lord, Diana.

Ber. Titled goddefs,

And worth it with addition ! But, fair foul.

In your fine frame hath love no quality ?

If the quick fire of youth light not your mind^

You are no maiden, but a monument

:

When you are dead, you fhould be fuch a one

As you are now, for you are cold and ftern

;

And now you fhould be as your mother was.

When your fweet felf-^^as-got.

Dia. She then was hbneit.

Bir, So fhoujd you be.

E Dia.
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Dla. No.
My mother did but duty ; fuch, my lord.

As you owe to your wife.

Ber. No more of that

!

I pr'ythee, do not ftrive againft my vows :

I was compell'd to her ; but I love thee

By love's own fweet conftraint, and will for ever

Do thee all rights of fervice.

Did. Ay, fo you ferve us,

'Till we ferve you : but when you have our rofes.

You barely leave our thorns to prick ourfelves.

And mock us with our barennefs.

Ber. How have I fworn ?

Dia. 'Tis not the many oaths that make the truth.

But the plain fingle vow, that is vow'd true.

What is not holy, that we fwear not 'bides,

But take the Higheft to witnefs : Then, pray you tell me.
If I fhould fwear by Jove's great attributes

I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths.

When I did love you ill? this has no holding.

To fwear by him whom I proteft to love.

That I will work againft him. Therefore your oaths

Are words, and poor conditions but unfeal'd
5

At lealt, in my opinion.

Ber. Change it, change it

:

Be not fo holy-cruel. Love is holy ;

And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts

That you do charge men with : Stand no more off.

But give thyfelf unto my Tick defire.

Who then recovers. Say, thou art mine ; and ever

My love, as it begins, fhall fo perfevere.

Dia. I fee, that men make hopes in fuch affairs

That we'll forfake ourfelves. Give me that ring.

Ber. I'll lend it thee, my dear, but have no power
To give it from me.

Din. Will you not, my lord ?

Ber. It is an honour 'longing to our houfe.

Bequeathed down from many anceftors
;

Which were the greateft obloquy i' the world

Xame to lofe.

Dia.
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l)ia. Mine honour's fuch a ring :

My chafiity's the jewel of our houfe.

Bequeathed down from many anceftors
;

Which were the greateft obloquy i' the world
In me to lofe. Thus your own proper wifdom
Brings in the champion honour on my part,

Againft your vain alfault.

Ber. Here, take my ring :

My houfe, mine honour, yea, my life be thine.

And I'll be bid by thee.

Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber-*

window

;

I'll order take, my mother fhall hot heaf.

Now will I charge you in the band of truth.

When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed.
Remain there but an hour, nor fpeak to me :

My reafons are mod ftrong, and you (hall know them/
When back again this ring fhall be deliver'd

:

And on your finger, in the night, I'll put

Another ring; that, what in time proceeds.

May token to the future our pafl deeds.

Adieu, 'till then; then, fail not: You have won
A wife of me, tho' there my hope be done.

Ber* A heaven on earth I have won by wooing thee.

[Exit.

Dia. For which live long to thank both heaven and me !

You may fo in the end.

My mother told me jufl how he would woo,
As if fhe fat in his heart ; fhe fays, all men
Have the like oaths : he had fworn to marry me
When his wife's dead ; therefore I'll lie with him.

When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are fo braid.

Marry that will, I'll live and die a maid :

Only, in this difgulfe, I think't no fin

To cozen him, that would unjuflly win. \_Exit,

E2 SCENE
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SCENE III. The Florentine Camp,

Enter the two French Lords, and tivs or three Soldiers

»

1 Lord. You have not given him his mother's letter ?

2 Lord. I have delivered it an hour lince : there is fome-
thing in't that ftings his nature ; for, on the reading it, he
chang'd almofl into another man.

1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon him, for

fhaking ofFfo good a wife, and fo fweet a lady.

2 Lo)-d. Efpecially, he hath incurred the everlafting dif-

pleafure of the king, who had even tun'd his bounty tofing

happinefs to him. I will tell you a thing, but you (hall

let it dwell darkly with you.
1. Lord. When you have fpoken it, *tis dead, and I am

the grave of it.

2 Lord. He hath perverted a young gentlewoman here
in Florence, of a moft chafte renown \ and this night he
flefhes his will in the fpoil of her honour : he hath given

her his monumental ring, and thinks himfelf made in the

unchade compofition.

1 Lord. Now God delay our rebellion ; as we are our-

felves, what things are we! '

2 Lord. Mtrely our own traitors. And, as in the com-
mon courfe of all treafons, we ftill fee them reveal them-^

felves, 'till they attain to their abhorr'd ends ; fo he, that

in this a6lion contrives againft his own nobility, in hi?

proper ftream o'erflows himfelf.

I Lord. It is not meant damnabki in 11s to be the trum*-

peters of our unlawful intents r We fhall not then have,

his company to-night?

; 2 Lord. Not 'till after midnight 5 for he is dieted to his

hour.

I Lord. That approaches apace : I would gladly have
him fee his company anatomiz'd ; that he might take a
meafure of his own judgment, wherein fo curioufly he
hath fet this counterfeit.

2. Lord. We will not meddle with him, 'till he come ;

for his prefence muft be the whip of the other.

I Lord, In the mean time, what hear you of thefe

wars }

2 Lord.
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t Lord. I hear there is an overture of pc^acc.

1 Lord. Nay, I allure you, a peace concluded.

2 Lord. What will count Roufillon do then? will he

travel higher, or return again into France ?

1 Lord, I perceive by this demand, you are not alto-

gether of his counfel.

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, fir ! fo fhould I be a great deal

of his ad.
1 Lord. Sir, his wife fome two months fince fled from

his houfe ; her pretence is a pilgrimage to St. Jaques le

Grand; which holy undertaking, with moft auftere fan6li-

mony, fhe accomplifh'd : and there refiding, the tender-

nefs of her nature became as a prey to her grief; in fine,

made a groan of her laft breath, and now fhe fings ia

heaven.

2 Lord. How is this juftified?

1 Lord. The ftronger part of it by her own letters

;

which makes her ftory true, even to the point of her death :

her death itfelf (which could not be her office to fay, is

come) was faithfully cojifirm'd by the re6lor of the place*

2 Lord. Hath the count all this intelligence ?

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point

from point, to the full arming of the verity.

2 Lord. I am heartily forry that he'll be glad of this.

1 Lord. How mightily, fometimes, we make us com-
forts of our lolTes !

2 Lord. And how mightily, fome other times, we drown

our gain in tears ! the great dignity, that his valour hath

here acquired for him, fhall at home be encounrer'd v/ith

a fhame as ample.

I Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, good

and ill together : our virtues would be proud, if our fault?

whipp'd them not ; and our crimes would defpair, if they

were not cherilh'd by our virtues.

—

Enter a Servants

How now ? vv^here's your mafter ?

Scrv. He met the duke in the ftreet, fir, of whom he

hath taken a folemn leave : bis lordfliip will next morning
for
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for France. The duke hath offered him letters of com%
mendations to the king.

2 Lord. They fhall be no naore than needful there, if

they were more than they can commend.

£/2/^r Bertram.

1 Lord. They cannot be too fweet for the king's tart-

nefs. Here's his lordfhip now. How now, my lord, is't

not after midnight ?

Ber. I have to-night difpatch'd fix teen biifinelTes, a

month's length a-piece, by an abftra6l of fuccefs : I have

congied with the duke, done my adieu with his neareft;

buried a wife ; mQurn'd for her ; writ to my lady mother

I am returning ; entertain'd my convoy ; and, between

thefe main parcels of difpatch, efFeded many nicer deeds,:

the laft was the greatefl, but that I have not ended yet.

2 LonL If the bufmefs be of any difficulty, and this

morning your departure hence, it requires hade of your

lordfhip.

Ber. I mean, the bufmefs is not ended, as fearing to

hear of it hereafter. But lliall we have this dialogue be-

tween the fool and the foldier ? Come, bring forth this

counterfeit module ; he has deceiv'd me, like a double-

m.eaning prophefier.

2 Lord. Bring him forth : He has fat in the flocks all

night, poor gallant knave.

Ber. No matter ; his heels have deferv'd it, in ufurping

his fpurs fo long. How does he carry himfelf ?

1 Lord. I have told your lordihip already : the flocks

carry him. But to anfwer you as you would be under-

flood ! he v/eeps like a wench that had fhed her milk: he

hath confefs'd himfelf to Morgan, wham he fuppofes to

be a friar, from the time of his remembrance to this very

inftant difafter of his fitting i' the flocks ; and what think

you he hath confefl ?

Ber. Nothing of me, has he ?

2 Lord. His confeirion is taken, and it fhall be read to

h^is face ; if your lordfhip be in't, as I believe you are,

you m.ufi have the patience to hear it.

'Re-enter
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Re-enter Soldiers with Parol LES.

Ber. A plague upon him ! muffled ! he can fay nothing

ofme ; hulh ! hufh !

1 Lord, Hoodman comes : Partotartarojfa.

Inter, He calls for the tortures : What, will you fay

without 'em ?

Par. I will confefs what I know without conftraint ;

ifye pinch me like a pafty, I can fay no more.

Inter. Bojko Chimurcho,

2 Lord. Bohlibindo chicurmurco.

Inter. You are a merciful general. Our general bids

you anfwer to what I fhail aflc you out of a note.

Par, And truly, as I hope to live.

Inter. Flrjl demand of him y how many horje the duke Is

firong. What fay you to that ?

Par. Five or {\y. thoufand ; but very weak and unfer-

viceable : the troops are all fcatter'd, and the commanders
very poor rogues \ upon my reputation and credit, and as

I hope to live.

Inter. Shall I fet down your anfwer fo ?

Par, Do : I'll take the facrament on't, how and which
way you will : all's one to him.

Ber. What a paft-faving Have is this !

1 Lord. You are deceiv'd, my lord ; this is monfieur

Parollesg the gallant militarift (that was his own phrafe)

that had the whole theory of war in the knot of his fcarf,

and the practice in the chape of his dagger.

2 Lord. I will never truft a man again for keeping his

fword clean ; nor believe he can have every thing in him,

by wearing his apparel neatly.

Inter, Well, that's fet down.
Par. Five or {viL thoufand horfe I faid (I will fay true),

or thereabouts, fet down ; for I'll fpeak truth.

I Lord, He's very near the truth in this.

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't, in the nature he
delivers it.

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, fay.

Inter. Well, that's fet down.
Par. I humbly thank you, fir ; a truth's a truth, the

rogues are marvellous poor.

Inter,
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Inter. Demand ofhim j of what Jirength they are a-foot.

What fay you to that ?

Par. By my troth, fir, if I were to live this prefent

hour, I will tell true. Let me fee : Spurio a hundred and
fifty, Sebaftian fo many, Corambus fo many, Jaques fo

many ; Guiltian, Cofmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, two
hundred and fifty each ; mine own company, Chitopher,
Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred and fifty each ; fo that the

mufier-file, rotten and found, upon my life, amounts not
to fifteen thoufand poll ; half of the which dare not fhake
the fnow from off their caflTocks, left they fhake themfelves
to pieces.

Ber. What fhall be done to him ?

1 Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. Demand
of him my conditions, and what credit I have with the

duke.

Inter. Well, that's fet down. Tou Jhall demand of h'uuy

whether one captain Dumain be z' the canip^ a Frenchman :

what his reputation is with the duke, ivhat his valour, honefiy^

and expertnefs in war
'^

or ivhether he thinks, it were not

foffible with well-weighingfunis of gold to corrupt him to a
revolt. What fay you to this? what do you know of it ?

Par. I befeech you, let me anfwer to the particular of
the interrogatories. Demand them fingly.

Inter. Do you know this captain Dumain ?

Par. I know him : he was a botcher's 'prentice in

Paris, from whence he was whipp'd for getting the fhe-

riif 's fool with child ; a dumb innocent, that could not
fay him, ««v.

[Dumain lifts up his Hand in Anger.
Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands ; tho' I know

his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls.

Inter. Well,, is this captain in the duke of Florence's

camp ?

Par. Upon my knowledge, he is, and loufy.

I Lord. Nay, look not fo upon me ; we fiiall hear of
your lordfhip anon.

Inter. What is his reputation w^th the duke ?

Par. The duke knows him for no other but a poor
pfficer of mine \ and writ to me the other day to turn

hira
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him out o' the band. I think I have his letter in my
pocket. ,

Inter. Marry, we'll fearch.

Far, In good fadnefs, I do not know ; either it is

there, or it is upon the file, with the duke's other letters,

in my tent.

Inter. Here 'tis ; here's a paper, fhall I read it to youi

Far. I do not know if it be it, or no.

Ber. Our interpreter does it well.

I Lord. Excellently.

Inter. Dian. The count's afoo], andfull ofgold.

Far. That is not the duke's letter, fir ; that is an ad-

vertifcment to a proper maid in Florence, one Diana, to

take heed of the allurement of one count Roufillon, a

foolifh idle boy, but, for all that, very ruttifh. I pray

you, fir, put it up again.

Inter. Nay, I'll read it firft, by your favour.

Par. My meaning in't, I proteft, was very honeft ia

the behalf of the maid ; for I knew the young count to be

a dangerous and lafcivious boy, who is a whale to virginity,

and devours up all the fry it finds.

Ber. Damnable ! both fides rogue.

Interpreter reads the Letter.

When hefwears oaths ^ lid him drop gold, and tale it.

After hefcores y he never pays thefcore :

Halfwon, is match well made ; match, and well make it

:

He ne'er pays after-debts ; take it before ;

Andfay, afoldier (Dian.) told thee this :

Men are to mell with, boys are hut to kifs.

For, count of this, the count's a fool, 1 know it

;

Who pays before, but not when he does owe it.

nine, as he vowd to thee in thine ear,

Parolles.

Ber. He fhall be whipp'd thro' the army with this

rhime in his forehead.

2 Lord. This is your devoted friend, fir, the manifold

linguifi:, and the armi-potent foldier.

%r. I could endure any thing before but a cat, and

|iQw he's a cat to me.
Inter*
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Inter. I perceife, fir, by the general's looks, we fhaU
be fain to hang you.

Par, My life, fir, in any cafe : not that I am afraid to

die ; but that my offences being many, I would repent out
the remainder of nature. Let me live, lir, in a dungeon,
i' the (locks, any where, fo I may live.

Inter. We'll fay what may be done, fo you confefs

freely; therefore, once more, to this captain Dumain:
you have anfwer'd to his reputation with the duke, and to

his valour : What is he honeftly ?

Par. He will Ileal, fir, an tgg out of a cloifler ; for

Tapes and ravifhments he parallels Nelfus. He profeffes

no keeping of oaths ; in breaking them he is ftronger than

Hercules. He will lie, fir, with fuch volubility, that you
would think truth were a fool : drunkennefs is his beft

virtue ; for he will be fwine-drunk ; and in his fleep he

does little harm, fave to his bed-clothes about him ; but

they know his conditions, and lay him in flraw. I have

but little more to fay, fir, of his honefly : he has every

thing that an honefl man fhould not have ; what an honeit

man fhould have, he has nothing,

I Lord. I begin to love him for this.

Ber. For this defcription of thine honefly ? A pox upon
him for me, he is more and more a cat.

Inter. What fay you to his expertnefs in war ?

Par. Faith, fir, he has led the drum before the Englifli

tragedians ; to belie him, I will not ; and more of his

foldierfhip I know not ; except, in that country, he had
the honour to be the oiHcer at a place there call'd Mile-
end, to inftru6l for the doubling of files. I would do the

man what honour I can ; but of this I am not certain,

I Lord. He hath out-villain'd villany fo far, that the

rarity redeems him.

Ber. A pox on him ! he's a cat (till.

Inter. His qualities being at this poor price, I need not

to afk you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt ?

Par. Sir, for a quart d'ecu he will fell the fee-flmple

cf his falvation, the inheritance of it ; and cut the intail

froiTi
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from all remainders, and a perpetual fucceflion for i;

perpetually.

Inter, What's his brother, the other captain Dumainl
2 Lord. Why does he a(k of me ?

Inter, What's he?

^ Par, E'en a crow 6f the fame neft ; not altogether fo

great as the firft in goodnefs, but greater a great deal in

evil. He excels his brother for a coward, yet his brother

is reputed one of the beft that is. In a retreat, he out-

runs any lacquey ; marry, in coming-on he has the cramps

Inter, If your life be faved, will you undertake to be-

tray the Florentine ?

Par, Ay, and the captain of his horfe, count Roufillon.

Inter, 111 whifper with the general, and know his

pleafure.

Par. rU no more drumming, a plague of all drums I

Only to feem to deferve well, and to beguile the fuppofi-

tion of that lafcivious young boy the count, have I run

into this danger: Yet, who would have fufpeded an am-
bufh where I was taken. [Afide,

Inter. There is no remedy, fir, but you muft die : the

general fays, you, ^hat haye fo traiteroufly difcovered the

fecrets of your army, and made fuch peftiferous reports of

men very nobly held, can ferve the world for no very ho-

nefl ufe ; therefore you muft die. Come, headfraan, off

with his head.

Par. O Lord, fir; let me live, or let me fee my death.

Inter. That fhall you, and take your leave of all your

friends. [Unbinding him,

go, look about you ; know you any here ?

Per. Good-morrow, noble captain.

2 Lord. God blefs you, captam ParoUes.

1 Lord, God fave you, noble captain.

2 Lord. Captain, what greeting v/ill you to my lord

Lafeu r I am for France.

I Lord. Good captain, will you give me a copy of that

fame fonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the count

Koufillon ? if I were not a very coward, Fd compel it of

jou \ but fare you well, \_Exeuni,

Intej,
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Inter, You are undone, captain, all but your fcarf ; that
has a knot on't yet.

Par. Who cannot be crufh'd with a plot ?

Inter. If you can find out a country where .but women
were that had receiv'd fo much Ihame, you might begin
an impudent nation. Fare you well, fir \ 1 am for France
too ; we fhall fpeak of you there. [Exit,

Par. Yet am I thankful. If my heart were great,

'Twould burft at this. Captain I'll be no more
;

But I will eat and drink, and fleep as foft,

As captain fhall : fimply the thing I am
Shall make me live. Who knows himfelf a braggart,

Let him fear this ; for it will come to pafs,

That every braggart fhall be found an afs.

Rufl, fword ! cool, blufhes ! and, Parolles, live "|

Safeft in fhame ! being fool'd, by foolery thrive ! v
There's place and means for every man alive. J
1*11 after them. [Exit,

SCENE IV. Changes to the Widow's Houfe, at Florence.

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana.

Hel. That you may well perceive I have not wrong'd
you.

One of the greateft in the Chrifiian world
Shall be my furety ; 'fore Avhofe throne, 'tis needful.

Ere I can perfed mine intents, to kneel.
Time was, I did him a defired office.

Dear almoft as his life \ which gratitude
Through flinty Tartar's bofom would peep forth.

And anfvver thanks. I duly am inform'd,
His Grace is at Marfeilles ; to which place

W^e have convenient convoy. You mull know,
I am fuppofed dead : the army breaking.
My hufoand hies him home ; where, heaven aiding.
And by the leave of my good lord the king.
We'll be, before our welcome.

Wid. Gen t ie madam

,

You never had a fervant, to whofe triift

Your bufiiiefs was more welcome,

Hel
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Hel. Nor you, miftrefs.

Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour

To recompenfe your love : doubt not, but heaven

Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dower,

A^ it hath fated her to be my motive

And helper to a hufband. But, O ftrange men !

That can fuch fvveet ufe make of what they hate.

When faucy trufting of the cozen 'd thoughts

Defiles the pitchy night I (o luft doth play

With what it loathes, for that which is away

;

But more of this hereafter. You, Diana,

Under my poor inftru6l:ions yet muft fufFer

Something in my behalf.

Did. Let death and honefty

Go with your impofitions, I am your's

Upon your will to fufFer.

Hel. Yet, I pray you :

But v/ith the word, the time will bring on fummer,
When briars fhall have leaves as well as thorns.

And be as fweet as fharp. We muft away:
Our waggon is.prepar'd, and time revives us

;

All's well that ends well : Hill \.\\q fine's the crov/n
;

Whate'er the courfe, the end is the renown. [^Exeuni^

SCENE V. Roufilhn,

Enter Countefsy La feu, and Clown.

Laf. No, no, no, your fon was mis-led with a fnlpt--

tafFata fellow there ; whofe villanous faiFron would have

made all tiie unbak'd and doughy youth of a nation in his

colour. Your daughter-in-law had been alive at this hour ;

and your fon here at home, more advanced by the king
than by that red-tail'd humble bee I fpeak of.

Count. I w^ould I had not known him ! it was the death

of the mofl virtuous gentlewoman that ever nature had
praife for creating: if (he had partaken of my flefh, and
coft me the deareft groans of a m.other, I could not have

owed her a more rooted love,

Laf.
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Laf. 'Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady. We riiay

pick a thoufand fallets, ere we light on fuch another herl)^

Clo, Indeed, fir, fhe was the fweet-marjoram of the

fallet, or rather the herb of grace.

Laf. They are not fallei-herbs, you knave, they arc

nofe-herbs.

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, fir, I have not
much fldll in grafs.

Laf, Whether doft thou profefs thyfelf, a knave or 21

fool?

Clo. A fool, fir, at a woman's fervice ; and a knave, at

a man's.

Laf. Your diftindion ?

Clo. I would cozen the man of his wife, and do his

fervice.

Laf. So you were a knave at bis fervice, indeed.

Clo> And I would give his wife my bauble, fir, to do hef
fervice.

Laf. I will fubfcribe for thee, thou art both knave and
fool.

Clo. At your fervice.

Laf. No, no, no.

Clo. Why, fir, if I cannot ferve you, I can ferve as great

a prince as you are.

Laf. Who's that ? a Frenchman ?

Clo. Faith, fir, he has an Englifh name ; but his phif-

nomy is more hotter in France than there.

Laf. What prince is that ?

Clo. The black prince, fir ; alias the prince of dark-
nefs, alias the Devil.

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purfe : I give thee not this

to feduce thee from thy mafter thou talk'ft of ; ferve him
flill.

Clo. I am a woodland fellow, fir, that always lov'd a
great fire ; and the mafter I fpeak of, ever keeps a good
lire. But, fure, he is the prince of the world, let his no-
bility remain in's court. I am for the houfe with the nar-

row gate, which I take to be too little for pomp to enter:

fome, that humble themfelves, may; but the many will

b^
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be too chill and tender ; and they'll be for the flowery way
that leads to the broad gate, and the great fire.

Laf, Go thy ways, I begin to be a-weary of thee ; and

I tell thee fo before, becaufe I would not fall out with.

thee. Go thy ways ; let my horfes be well look'd to,

without any tricks.

Clo, If I put any tricks upon 'em, fir, they fhall be jades'

tricks ; which are their own right by the law of nature.

\_Exit.

Laf, A fhpewd knave, and an unhappy.

Count. So he is. My lord, that's gone, made hlmfelf

much fport out of him : by his authority he remains here,

which he thinks is a patent for his faucinefs; and, indeed^

he has no pace, but runs where he will.

Laf, I like him well ; 'tis not amifs : and I was about

to tell you, llnce I heard of the good lady's death, and that

my lord your fon was upon his return home, I mov'd the

king my mafter to fpeak in the behalf of my daughter ;

which, in the minority of them both, his majefty, out of

a felf-gracious remembrance, did firft propofe : his hlgl?-

nefs has promis'd me to do it ; and, to flop up the dif-

pleafure he hath conceiv'd againft your fon, there is no
fitter matter. How does your ladyfhip like it ?

Count, With very much content, my lord ; and I wifli

it happily efFe£led»

Laf, His highnefs comes poft from Marfeilles, of as

able a body as when he number'd thirty ; he w^ill be her«

to-morrow, or I am deceived by him that in fuch intelli*

gence hath feldom fail'd.

Count. It rejoices me, that, I hope, I fliall fee him ere

I die. I have letters that my fon will be here to-night i

I fhall befeech your iordlbip to remain with me 'till they

meet together.

Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what m.anners I

might fafely be admitted.

Count. You need but plead your honourable privilege.

Laf, Lady, of that I have made a bold charter \ but, I

thank my God, it holds yet.

EnUr
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Enter Clown.

Clo, O madam, yonder's my lord your fon with a patch
of velvet on's face ; whether there be a fear under 't, or no^
the velvet knows: but 'tis a goodly patch of velvet : his

left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a half, but his right

cheek is worn bare.

Count, A fear nobly got, or a noble fear, is a good livery

of honour. So, belike, is that.

CJo, But it is your carbonado'd face.

Laf. Let us fee your fon, I pray you : I long to talk

with the young noble foldier.

Clo. 'Faith, there's a dozen of 'em with delicate fine

hats, and moft courteous feathers, v/hich how the head,

and nod at every man. [^Exeunt

»

4

A C T V.

SCENE I. The Court of France at MarfeiUes.

Enter Helena, Widows and Diana, with two Attendants*

Helena,

But this exceeding polling, day and night,

Muil wear your fpirits low : we cannot help it

;

But fince you. have made the days and nights as one.

To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs,

Be bold, you do fo grow in my requital.

As nothing can unroot you. In happy time •

Enter a Gentleman.

This man may help me to his majefty's ear.

If he would fpend his power. God fave you, fir.

Gent. And you.

Hel. Sir, I have feen you in the court of France.

Gent. I have been fometimes there.

Hel. I do prefume, ur, that you are not fallen

From the report that goes upon your goodnefs

;

And, therefore, goaded with moft fharp occafions

Which 1 ay nice manners by, I put you to
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The ufe of your own virtues, for the which

I Ihali continue thankful.

Gent. What's your will?

Hel, That it will pleafe you
To give this poor petition to the king ;

And aid me with that flore of power you have,

To come into his prefence.

Gent. The king's not here»

liel. Not here, fir ?

Gent. Not, indeed,

lie hence remov'd laft night, and with more haftc

Than is his ufe.

fVid. Lord, how we lofe our pains 1

Hel. All's well that ends welly yet

;

Tho' time feems fo adverfe, and means unfit.———
I do befeech you, whither is he gone ?

Gent, Marry, as I take it, to Roufillon>

Whither I am going.

Hel. I befeech you, fir.

Since you are like to fee the king before m^.
Commend this paper to his gracious hand

;

Which, I prefume, fhall render you no blame.

But rather make you thank your pains for it*

I will come after you, with what good fpeed

Our means will make us means.

Gent. This Fli do for you.

Hel. And you fhall find yourfelf to be well thank 'd,

Whatc'er falls more. We muft to horfe again.

Go, go, provide. \_Exeunt.

SCENE II. Rouftlkn.

Enter Clown and ParoLles.

Par. Good Mr. Lavatch, give my lord Lafeu this

letter : I have ere now, fir, been better known to you,

when I have held familiarity with frefiier clothes ; but I

am now, fir, muddied in fortune's moat, and fmell fome-
what ftrong of her ftrong difpleafure.

Ck. Truly, fortune's difpleafure is but fluttifh, if it

f fmell
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fmeli To ftrongly as thou fpeak'^ft of ^ I will henceforth est

no fifh of fortune's buttering. Pr'ythee, allow the wind.
Par. Nay, you need not to ftop your nofe, fir ; I fpeak

but by a metaphor.

Ck, Indeed, fir^ if your metaphor ftink, I will ftop

my nofe ; of againft any man's metaphor* Pr'ythee, get

thee further.

Par, Pray you, fir, deliver me this paper.

Clo . Foh ! pr'ythee, ftand away ; a paper from for-

tune's clofe-ftooU to give to a nobleman ! Look, here he
comes himfeif.

Enter La FEU.

Here is a pur of fortune's, fir, or fortune's cat (but not a

mufk-cat'), that hath fallen into the unclean fifh-pond of

her dlfpleafure, and, as he fays, is muddled withal. Pray

you, fir, ufe the carp as you may ; for he looks like a poor,,

decay 'd, ingenious, foolifh, rafcally knave. I do pity his

diftrefs in my fmiles of comfort, and leave him to your

lordfiiip. \_Exit Cloivn,

Par, My lord, I am a man whom foi;tune hath cruelly

fcratch'd.

Laf, And what would you have me to do ? 'tis too late

to pare her nails now. Wherein have you play'd the

knave with fortune, that fhe fliould fcratch you, who of

hcrfelf is a good lady, and would not have knaves thrive

long under her ? There's a quart-d'ecu for you : Let the

]uftices make you and fortune friends ; I am for other

hulineis.

Par, 1 befeech your honour to hear me one fingle

word.

Laf. You beg a fingle penny more. Come, you fliall

ba't ; lave your word.

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles.

Laf.. You beg more than one word then. Cox' ray

pailion ! give me your hand :—How does your drum ?

Par, O my good lord, you were the firft that found me.
~ Laf. Was I, in footh r and I was the firft that loft thee.

Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in fome grace,

for YOU did brinp me out.

Laf.
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Laf. Out upon tliee, knave! doft thou put upon me at

once both the office of God and the devil ? one brings thee

in grace, and the other brings thee out. [Sound Tru?npets.~\

The king's coming, I know by his trumpets. Sirrah, en-

quire further after me ; I had talk of you laft night ; tho'

you are a fool and a knave, you fliall eat
;
go to, follov/.

Par. I praife God for you. [Exeunt,

SCENE III.

Enter King y Countefs, Lafeu, the two Frend? Lords, with

Attendants.

King. We loft a jewel of her; and our efteem

Was made much poorer by it : but your fon.

As mad in folly, lack'd the fenfe to know
Her eftimation home.

Count. 'Tis paft, my liege:

And I befeech your majefty to make it

Natural rebellion, done i' the blade of youth,

When oil and fire, too ftrong for reafon's force^

O'erbears it, and burns on.

King. My honour'd lady,

I have forgiven and forgotten all ,:

Tho' my revenges were high bent upon him.

And watch'd the time to Ihoot.

Laf. This I muft fay

But iirft I beg my pardon—The young lord

Did to his majefty, his mother, and his lady^

Offence of mighty note ; but to himfelf

The grcateft wrong of all. He loft a wife,

Whofe beauty did aftonifh the furvey

Of richeft eyes ; whofe words all ears took captive
;

Whofe dear perfedlion, hearts, that fcorn'd to ferve.

Humbly call'd miftrefs.

King. Praifing what is loft,

Makes the remembrance dear. Well—call him hjther ;

We are reconcil'd, and the firft view ftiall kill

All repetition ; Let him not afk our pardon,

'fhe nature of his great offence is dead,

F 2 And
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And deeper than oblivion we do bury

The incenfing relics of it. Let him approach,

A ftranger, no offender ; and inform^him,

So 'tis our will he fhould.

Getit. I fhall, my liege.

King. What fays he to your daughter ? Kave you fpoke }

Laf, All that he is, hath reference to your highnefs.

King. Then fhall we have a match. I have letters

fent me,
That fet him high in fame.

£;7/^r. BertRAM,

Laf, He looks well on't.

King. I am not a day of feafon,

For thou may'ft fee a fun-fhine and a hail

In me at once : But to the brighteft beams
Diftradled clouds give way ; fo iland thou forth^

The time is fair again.

Ber. My high repented blames.

Dear fovereign, pardon to me,
King. All i:. whole

;

Not one word more of the confumed time.

Let's take the inflant by the forward top ;

For we are old, and on our quick'fl decrees

The inaudible and noifelefs foot of time

Steals, ere we can efFe6l them. You remember
The daughter of this lord ?

Ber. Admiringly, my liege. At firfl

I ftuck my choice upon her, ere my heart

Durft make too bold a herald of my tongue :

Where the irapreflion of mine eye enfixing.

Contempt his fcornful perfpeclive did lend me^
Which warp'd the line of every other favour

;

Scorn 'd a fair colour, or exprefs'd it ftol'n

;

Extended, or contradled, all proportions

To a moft hideous objcft : Thence it came,

That fhe, whom all men prais'd, and whom myfelf^,

Since I have loft, have lov'd, was in mine eye

The duft that did offend it.

King. Well excus'd •——

•

That
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That thou dofl: love her, flrikes fome fcores away
From that great 'compt : But love, that comes too late.

Like a remorfeful pardon flowly carried,

To the great fender turns a four offence,

Crying, That is good that is gone : our rafh faults

Make trivial price of ferious things we have,

Not knowing them, until we know their grave.

Oft our difpleafures, to ourfelvesunjud,

Deftroy our friends, and, after, weep their dufi: 2

Our own love, waking, cries to fee what's done.

While fhameful hate (leeps out the afternoon.

Be this fweet Helen's knell, and now, forget her.

Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin :

The main confents arc had ; and here w^e'll flay

To fee our widower's fecond marriage-day.

Count. Which, better than the firft, O dear heaven bleCjs

Or, ere they meet, in me, O Nature, ceafe !

Laf. Come on, my fon, in whom my houfe's name
Muft be digefted : give a favour from you
To fparkle in the fpirits of my daughter.

That fhe may quickly come. By my old beard.

And every hair that's on't, Helen, that's dead.

Was a fweet creature : fuch a ring as this.

The lafl that e'er fhe took her leave at court,

J faw upon her finger.

Ber\ Her's it was not.

King. Npw, pray you, let me fee it : For mine eye.
While I was fpeaking, oft was faften'd to't.

This ring v*^as mine ; and, when I gave it Helen,
I bade her, if her fortunes ever flood

Neceflity'd to help, that by this token
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her
Of what fhould flead her moft ?

Ber. My gracious fovereign,

Howe'er it pleafes you to take it fo,

The ring was never her's.

Count. Son, on my life,
^

I have feen her wear it \ and fhe reckon'd it

At her life's rate.

i.af. I am fure I faw her wear it,

Ber.
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Ber. You are deceiv'd, my lord, fhe never faw it*

In Florence was it from a cafement thrown me,
Wrap'd in a paper, which contain'd the name
Of her that threw it : Noble fhe was, and thought
I flood engag'd ; but when I had fubfcrib'd

To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully,

J could not anfwer in the courfe of henour
As ihe had made the overture, fhe ceas'd

In heavy fatisfaftion, and would never

Receive the ring again.

King. Plutus himfelf.

That knows the tin6l and multiplying medicine.

Hath not in nature's myftery more fcience,

Than I have in this ring. 'Twas mine, 'twas Helen's,

Whoever gave it you : Then, if you know.
That you are well acquainted with yourfelf,

Confefs 'twas her's, and by what rough enforcement
You got it from her. She calFd the faints to furety.

That fhe would never put it from her finger,

Unlefs fhe gave it to yourfelf in bed

(Where you have never come), or fent it us

Upon her gteat difafter.

Ber, She never faw it.

King. Thou fpeak'fl it falfely, as I love mine honour ;

And mak'fl conjectural fears to come into me,
Which I would fain fhut out: If it fhould prove

That thou art fo inhuman
—

'twill not prove fo ;

—

And yet I know not :—thou didft hate her deadly.

And Ihe is dead ; which nothing, but to clofe

Her eyes myfelf, could win me to believe.

More than to fee this ring. Take him away,
[Guardsfeize BERTRAM.

My fore-pafl proofs, howe'er the matter fall.

Shall tax my fears of little vanity,

Having vainly fear'd too little.—Away v/ith him ;~-r

We'll fift this matter further,

Ber. If you fhall prove

This ring was ever her's, you fliall as eafy

Prove that I hufbanded her bed in Florence,

Where yet Ihe never was. \_Exit Bertram guarded,

Entn



ALL S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.
*^J

Enter a Gentleman,

King. I am wrap'd in difmal thinkings.

Gent. Gracious fovereign,

Whether I have been to blame, or no, I know not

:

Here's a petition from a Florentine,

Who hath, fome four or five removes, cohae fhort

To tender it herfelf. I undertook it,

Vanquifh'd thereto by the fair grace and fpeech

Of the poor fuppliant, who by this, I know.
Is here attending : her bufmefs looks in her

With an importing vifage ; and fhe told me.
In a fweet verbal brief, it did concern

Your highnefs with herfelf.

The King reads a Letter.

Upon 'his many protejlations to marry ?ne, when his zvTfe

was deadf I blujh to fay ity he won me. Now is the count

Roufillon a widozver^ his vozvs are forfeited to me^ and my
honour s paid to him. Hefiolefrom Florence^ taking no leave

^

md I follow him to this countryfor juftice : Grant it ftie^

king! in you it befl lies ; otherwife a feducerflourifhes, and
a poor maid is undone.

Diana Capulet,
Laf. I v^ill buy me a fon-in-law in a fair, and toll for

this.

I'll none of him.

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafeii,

To bring forth this difcovery.—Seek thefe fuitors

:

Go, fpeedily, and bring again the count.

Enter Bertram, guarded,

1 am afraid, the life of Helen (lady).

Was foully fnatch'd.

Count. Now, juftice on the doers !

King. I wonder, fir, wives are fo monftrous to you;
And that you fly them as you fwear to them ;

Yet you defire to marry. What woman's that ?

Enter Widozv and Diana.

Dia, I am, my lord, a wretched FIorentin«,

Derived
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Derived from the ancient Capulet

;

My fuit, as I do underftand, you know,
And therefore know how far I may be pitied.

Wid, I am her mother, fir, whofe age and honour
Both fufFer under this complaint we bring,

And both fhall ceafe, without your remedy.

King. Come hither, count ; do you know thefe women \

Bcr. My lord, I neither can, nor will, deny

But that I know them : Do they charge me further ?

Dia, Why do you look fo ftrange upon your wife ?

Ber, She's none of mine, my lord.

Dla. If you fhall marry.

You give away this hand, and that is mine

;

You give away heaverts vows, and thofc are mine ;

You give away myfelf, which is known mine
;

For I by vow am fo embodied your's,

That fhe, which marries you, muft marry me.
Either both, or none.

Laf. Your reputation comes too fliort for my daughter^

you are no huiband for her. [21? Bertram,
Ber. My lord, this is a fond and defperate creature,

Whom fometimc I have laugh 'd with : let your high-

nefs

Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour.

Than for to think that I would fmk it here.

Khig. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to friend^

'Till your deeds gain them : Fairer prove your honour.

Than in my thought it lies!

D'la. Good my lord,

Aik him upon his oath, if he does think

He had not my virginity.

King. What fay'ft thou to her ?

Ber. She's impudent, my lord ;

And was a common gamefter to the camp.

Dia. He does me wrong, my lord ; if 1 were fo>

He might have bought me at a common price.

Do not believe him. O, behold this ring,

Whofe high refpe6l and rich validity

Did lack a parallel ; vet for all that.
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He gave it to a commoner o' the camp,
If I be one.

Count. He blufhes, and 'tis it

:

Of fix preceding anceftors, that gem,
Conferr'd by teilament to the fequent ifTue,

Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his wife—

•

That ring's a thoufand proofs.

King. A/[ethought you faid

You faw one here in court could witnefs it.

Dia, I did, my lord, but loth am to produce

So bad an inftrument ; his name's Parolles,

Laf. I faw the man to-day, if man he be.

King. Find him, and bring him hither.

Ber. What of him?
He's quoted for a mod perfidious flave.

With 4II the fpots o' the world tax'd and deboih'd.

Which nature fickens with : but to fpeak truth

—

Am I or that, or this, for what he'll utter,

That will fpeak any thing ?

King. Shehath that ring of your's,

Ber. I think fhe has : certain it is, I lik'd her.

And boarded her i' the wanton way of youth

:

She knew her diftance, and did angle for me.
Madding my eagernefs with her reftraint

\

As all impediments in fancy's courfe

Are motives of more fancy : and in fine,

Her infuit coming with her modern grace,

Subdu'd me to her rate : fhe got the ring ;

And I had that, which any inferior might
At market-price have bought.

Dia. I muft be patient

:

You, that turn'd off a fi+rft fo noble v^Ife,

May juftly diet me. I pray you yet

(Since you lack virtue, I will lofe a hufband),

Send for your ring, I will return it home.
And give me mine again.

Ber. I have it not.

King. What ring was your's, I pray you i

Dia. Sir, much like

The fame upon your finger.

G Kingn
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King. Know you this ring? this ring was his of late,

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed.

King. The ftory then goes falfe, you threw it him
Out of a cafement.

Dia, I have fpoke the truth.

Enter Parolles.

Ber. My lord, I do confefs the ring was her's.

King. You boggle fhrevv^diy, every feather ftarts you.—

»

Is this the man you fpeak of?

Dia. It is, my lord.

King. Tell me, firrah, but tell me true, I charge you^ '

Not fearing the difpleafure of your mafter

(Which, on your ju(t proceeding, I'll keep off).

By him, and by this v7oman here, what know you ?

Par. So pleafe your majefty, my mafter hath been an
honourable gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him,
which gentlemen have.

King. Come, come, to the purpofe : Did he love this:

woman r

Far. 'Faith, fir, he did love her : but how ?

King. How, I pray you?

Par. He did love her, fir, as a gentleman loves a wo^
man.

Kijtg. How is that ?

Par. He lov'd her, fir, and lov'd her not.

King. As thou art a knave, and no knave : What an
equivocal companion is this?

Par. I am a poor man, and at your majefly's command.
Laf. He's a good drum, my lord, but a naughty orator,

Dia. Do you know he promised me marriage ?

Par. 'Faith, I know more than I'll fpeak.

King. But wilt thou not fpeak all thou know'ft ?

Par. Yes, fo pleafe your majefly, I did go between
them, as I faid ; but more than that, he loved her : for,

indeed, he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan, and of
limbo, and of furies, and I know not what

;
yet I was in

that credit with them at that time, that I knew of their

going to bed : and of other motions, as promifmg her

marriage, and things that would derive me ill-will to fpeak

of : therefore I will not fpeak what I know.
King.



ai,l's well that ends well*. Si

King. Thou haft fpoken all already, unlefs thou canft

fay they are married : But thou art too little in thy evi-

dence ; therefore, ftand afide. This ring, you fay, was

your's ?

Dia. Ay, my good lord.

King. Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you ^

Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy it.

King. Who lent it you ?

Dia. It was not lent me neither.

King. Where did you find it then ?

Dia. I found it not.

King. If it v^ere your's by none of all thefe ways,

Hov/ could you give it him ?

Dia. I never gave it him.

Laf. This woman's an eafy glove, my lord ; fhe goes

offand on atpleafure.

King.. The ring was mine, I gave it his firft wife.

Dia. It might be your's. or her's, for aught I know.
King Take licr away^ I do not like her now ;

To prifon with her : and away with him.

Unlefs thou teli'lt me^ where thou hadft this ring,

Thou dieft within this hour.

Dia I'll never tell you.

King. Take her away.

Dia. I'll put in bail, my liege.

. King. 1 think thee now fome common cuftomef.

Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you.

King. Wherefore haft thou accus'd him all this while ?

Dia. Becaufe he's guilty, and he is not guilty
;

He knows, I am no maid, and he'll fwear to't

:

I'll fwear I am a maid, and he knows not.

Great king, I am no ftrumpet, by my life ;

I am either maid, or elfe this old man's wife.

[Pointing to Lafeu..

King. She does abufe our ears ; to prifon with her,

Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, royal fir,

[Ej^it Widow,

The jeweller, that owes the ring, is fent for,

-And he Ihall furety me. But for this lord, [T^ Bert.:

Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himfelf.

Though
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Though yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him*
He knows himfelf my bed he hath defil'd,

And at that time he got his wife with child :

Dead tho' fhe be, (he feels her young one kick ;

So there's my riddle, One, that's dead, is quick,

And now behold the meaning.

Enter Helena and Widow,

K'rng. Is there no exorcifl

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ?

Is't real, that I fee?

Hel. No, my good lord ;

*Tis but a fhadow of a wife you fee,

Tiie name, and not the thing.

Mer. Both, both ! oh, pardon !

He!. Oh, my good lord, when I was like this maid^
I found you wondrous kind. There is your ring,

And look you, here's your letter: This it fays,

Whenfrom myJinger you can get this ringy

And are by me with child^ &:c. This is done.

Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ?

Ber. If fhe, my liege, can make me know this clearly,

I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly.

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue.

Deadly divorce ftep betweon me and you 1

O, my dear mother, do I fee you living? \To the Countefs,

Laf. Mine eyes fmell onions, I fhall weep anon :-

—

Good Tom Drum, lend me a handkerchief, [To Par.
So, I thank thee, wait on me home. I'll make fport

with thee: Let thy courtefies alone, they are fcurvy ones.

King. Let us from point to point this (lory know.
To make the even truth in pleafure flow :

If thou be'ft yet a freih uncropped flower, \To DiaNA^
Choofe thou thy hufband, and Til pay thy dower

;

For I can guefs, that, by thy honelt aid,

Thou kept'ft a wife herfelf, thyfelf a maid.
Of that, and all the progrefs more and lefs,

Refolvedly more leifure fhall exprefs :

All yet feems well ; and if it end fo meet,

The bitter paft, more welcome is the fvveet, [_ExeunU

THE END,
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